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In Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors
More for the Dossier
ONE A creepy feeling to know that people
I TinGIVES
several states are working up a case against him,
especially when it is not clear just what crime is being
alleged against him this time. Apparently we said
something in the September issue that some people
didn't like. We suspect that what stirred them up was
an editorial in which we commented on the activities
of certain self-appointed Red-hunters who, in their mistaken zeal, have thrown charges of treason and fellowtraveling around with a reckless disregard of the Eighth
Commandment.
We will be interested to see what sort of dossiers these
people finally manage to work up on us. Meanwhile,
to help them along, we will take up where we left off
in September.
We believe that international Communism is a powerful, evil force which is committed now, as it always
has been, to the establishment of a world tyranny. We
believe that anyone who minimizes the danger, actual
and potential, of this force is criminally naive. We believe that anyone who is unwilling to contribute his
best thought and effort to resisting this force is irresponsible. We believe that anyone who actively or passively gives aid or comfort to this force is participating
in a crime against humanity.
Believing these things, we believe also that the
greatest danger to freedom in our country and in the
world lies in an unholy alliance between the extreme
Right and the extreme Left. In our country, the extreme Right is represented by such groups as the White
Citizens Council, the John Birch Society, certain vigilante groups, a handful of political generals and admirals, and a sprinkling of small business men and labor
leaders. These groups receive considerable support
from a still small, but highly vocal, crew of hand-wringers and doom-criers who never did have much faith
in the capacity of the people to govern themselves and
JANUARY
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who, in many cases, are projecting their own feelings
of inadequacy and fear onto their fellow-citizens.
We feel sorry for these people, but we do not fear
them. There have always been people in our country
who thought that the only way to resist tyranny was
by creating a tyranny of our own. Occasionally, as in
the days of A. Mitchell Palmer and of Joe McCarthy,
such people have managed to .inflict painful but superficial wounds on the nation. But they have never
yet managed to persuade the great majority of our
people that dissent is the same thing as treason or that
non-conformity is synonymous with sedition.
As far as we can tell, the Communist Party in the
United States consists in about equal proportions of a
handful of nuts and a platoon of secret agents of the
Federal Bureau of Investigation . . The average American - and we think we are typical - is about as likely
to become a Communist as he is ·to become a Tibetan
lama. But it is characteristic of the American that
when he has something on his mind he will spout off.
'Vhat comes out of the spout sometimes scares the
bejabers out of nervous types who are always expecting
the Republic to collapse. We would suggest that instead of worrying about our ideological chastity they
re-read the history of the United States.

Things to Do
If these Red-hunters really want to do something
constructive about combating Communism, we invite
them to join us in trying to eradicate the social and
economic evils on which Communism breeds.
One can start in his own community. Take, for instance, the county home. Does it meet maximum health
and safety standards? Or take the community youth
program - if there is one. Is any attempt being made
to provide constructive outlets for the energies of young
people? Or take the whole business of inter-group relationships. Is anybody doing anything to foster respect
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and understanding among groups of different races
and nationalities and religions?
Beyond the community, there are tremendous problems to be faced on the state level. In most states, the
penal system - especially for young people and firstoffenders - is a stench in the nostrils of God. In almost every state the mental health program is not much
of an improvement over the dark ages of the lunatic
asylum. In our cwn state, for instance, one of the state
mental -hospitals has two thousand or more patients
with exactly one psychiatrist and three social workers.
-Schools are still, in many states, inadequate and poorly
staffed. Welfare budgets get the squeezings from the
general budget - a large part of which goes for highway construction. Cities are allowed to rot away because unredistricted state legislatures are still loaded
with rural and small town representatives.
On the national level, the problems are legion. For
most of us, these are problems that we can do little about
except at election time when we can get out and work
and vote for men of courage and intelligence and dedication. A large percentage of us do not vote. A far
larger percentage vote altogether unintelligently because
they have made no effort at all to understand either the
candidates or the issues. A few of us aggravate the
situation by demanding an end to discussion and by
vilifying those who attempt to keep it going.
Every system carries within it the seed of its own
destruction. This is true of democracy. It is true of
capitalism. If we are really concerned about keeping
these systems going, the way to do it is to kill off these
seeds before they have a chance to germinate and ·grow.
This is not a very glamorous job. It is not a job for
back-room boys who get a cheap thrill out of trying to
figure out which of their neighbors are Communists.
It is a job for people who believe deeply that the systems themselves are sound and that they are worth preserving. It is a job which will involve one in contrnversy, which will expose one to charges of "do-goodism"
or worse, which will take time and thought and energy.
Apparently the Red-hunters have plenty of the first and
the third. It would be to their advantage - and to the
advantage of the rest of us - if they would cultivate
a bit of the second.

Let's Leave the Moon Alone
The appalling waste of our nation's human and natural resources which is evident in urban blight and in
our plundered lands and waters makes us wonder why
we should be seriously discussing the expenditure of
billions of dollars on the grand but profitless gesture
of setting a man on the moon.
President Kennedy seems to think that the moonshot deserves high priority in our planning. We do
not like to disagree with him, because it is possible that
in doing so we are merely joining the J. Wesley Smiths
who advised Isabella against getting involved with that
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crackpot Columbus. But the resources of the nation,
great as they are, are ·not at any given moment unlimited. We are committed to huge expenditures for
national defense for years and probably decades to
come. We shall have to make enormous capital expenditures simply to ready the nation's plant for the
anticipated growth in our population. We ought to be
doing something on a large scale to repair the damage
which has been done to our cities and our countryside
through generations of neglect.
The things that must be done will, of course, be
done one way or another. The moonshot is not, we
think, a must. It is one of many things that we might
consider doing if we can afford to do them. But before
we do any of these optional things, it seems to us that
we ought to draw up some kind of a list of priorities.
Apparently the President has done so, and has put the
moonshot fairly near the top of the list. We would put
it somewhere near the bottom of the list.
Before we put a man on the moon, let us first of
all put our own people in decent houses in decent
neighborhoods. Let us ensure our people of an education equal to their capacity to benefit from it, of medical
care related to need rather than to ability to pay, of
even-handed and speedy justice, of an opportunity
to work at jobs for which they are qualified, of freedom to take risks and to benefit from a successful risk,
of a secure and meaningful old age.
There might be some measure of national prestige
involved in getting a man onto the moon and back off
it. But if it is prestige that we are concerned about,
we can get a great deal more of it from making this
country a showcase of free men living in a free society.
There are few people anywhere in the world who dream
of living in a society which can send a man to the moon.
There are billions of people all over the world who are
dreaming of a society in which the spectres of hunger
and want and ignorance and fear have been exorcised.
If we can show them that this is not merely a dream,
that at least in one part of the world it has become a
reality, we shall have all the prestige we want or need.

On Soaking the Rich
The minute anyone starts talking about spending
money on human welfare he gets categorized as a "dogooder" who is out to "soak the rich." We don't mind
being called a "do-gooder"; after all, the alternative
would seem to be insisting upon being called a "dobadder." But we specifically disavow any desire to
soak the rich.
We object, on moral grounds, to denying any man
the right to profit from his ingenuity and his industry.
Edison deserved a generous reward for the contributions
which he made to our economy and our culture. Goodyear and Ford and Eastman and others had, we thihk,
a moral right to the millions which they got out of
the billions which they contributed to the rest of us.
THE CRESSET

The idea of an economically egalitarian society in which
no one is very rich and no one is very poor is not at
all our idea of Utopia. It seems to us merely a mean
manifestation of envy.
On practical grounds, we question whether it is pos..., sible to have anything better than a dull, utilitarian
culture without allowing individuals to accumulate
large fortunes which enable them to serve as patrons
of the arts and sciences. Names such as Guggenheim,
Rockefeller, Carnegie, Field, Armour, Mellon, and Stanford are better known · to most of us today for their association with libraries and museums and hospitals and
art galleries and educational institutions than for their
connections with particular business enterprises. We
know about Tommy Manville,'"too, but even Tommy
gave it away as fast as he got it.
The good society does not let any considerable proportion of its citizenry subsist on sub-human standards
of food, clothing,. or shelter. If necessary, it will "soak
the rich" to ensure the poor a minimally decent standard of living. But the good society recognizes that man
does not live by bread alone, that man has a legitimate
liking for good things which most of us can not afford.
These good things it holds out as rewards for exceptional initiative and exceptional industry. It expects also
that those who have been rewarded with an exception·
al share of the good things of life will voluntarily assist
those who are less fortunate. 1 t is only when voluntarism fails and great needs co-exist side by side with
great wealth that morality dictates soaking the rich.
The productive capacity of the United States is so
great that we do not need to rob the rich to pay the
poor. There are other parts of the world, notably
Latin America, where it would seem that there is not
enough to go around, and that the concentration of
wealth in a few families while millions starve can not
be justified on any moral or ethical grounds. If we
lived in Brazil, for instance, we would be a socialist,
and make no apologies for it. But we live in the United
States, where it is not necessary that everybody be poor
so that no one need be desperately poor. Socialism in
the United States, it seems to us, is not grounded in
necessity but in ideology, with more than a tinge of
envy mixed up in it. Capitalism, too, is shot through
with envy, but at least in this country it allows man
the moral choice between being generous and being
selfish - a choice which socialism makes for him, and
thus removes from the area of morality.

A Minor Glory
A friend of ours has just seen himself described in
print as "a controversial figure in our circles" and the
gleam that comes into his eye when he drops the remark, with studied offhandedness, into conversation
at the Faculty Club is the gleam that lingers in the eye
of a maiden who has just received her first proposal.
We haven't the heart to dim his little moment of
.JANUARY
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glory by telling him that he is, in effect, bragging about
having been elected to the world's least exclusive club.
Being "a controversial figure in our circles" - irrespective of what the "circles" involved may be - is about
as rare a distinction as membership in the Book-of-theMonth Club. True, not everybody makes it, but it IS
always there for the asking.
ln our friend's case, the "circles" happen to be a
church body. This immediately dulls the lustre of
his achievement, for nothing is easier to be controversial in than a church body. Whole classes of churchmen are ex officio controversial - elected officials of the
denominaticn, seo:nary presidents and professors, editors of publications, members of commissions on
hymnology and liturgics, clergymen with advanced degrees, professors of the natural and social sciences, and
administrators of pension plans. For those whose offices do not entitle them to automatic "controversial"
status, there are any number of ways of qualifying: by
writing, by speaking, by signing petitions, by asking
questions, by revealing one's political affiliation, or
by being related to or friends with anyone who has
done any of the foregoing.
The fact that it is so easy to be "controversial" does
not, of course, deprive the word of all meaning. It
does mean that one has shown some love for the church,
some concern for her future, some willingness to partici·
pate in the ongoing debate by which she refines and
purifies her teaching. It does mean that one is going
seriously enough about the work of the church that the
devil has found it advisable to try to neutralize his
activities by labeling him with the one word that can
condemn a man without specifying the grounds of his
condemnation. It may even make one eligible for such
piddling sacrifices as being dropped from a call list or
being passed over for an honorary degree or being defeated in an election or being included on somebody's
list of subversives or losing out a profitable speaking
engagement.
But any way you look at it, being called merely "controversial" is pretty pale stuff by comparison with what
the really great Christians have been called: devilpossessed mad, "those that have turned the world upside down," heretic, anathema, traitor. Sort of makes
one wonder whether the devil himself hasn't gone soh
in these latter days.

"The Twist"
As a general rule, one should not condemn too harshly the temptations which he no longer possesses the
energy or the opportunity to succumb to. There is
more than a presumption of sour grapes in a seventyyear-old spinster's denunciation of petting or an arthritic clergyman's condemnation of dancing. For the same
reasons, there might be a presumption of sour grapes in
an overweight editor's tch-tching at the contortions of
the newest dance craze, "the Twist."
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Mr. Geoffrey Holder, on the other hand, is eminently
entitled to speak about dances and dancing. He is himself a dancer and a painter and a man of broadly tolerant views. But writing in a recent edition of The New
York Times Magazine, Mr. Holder had this to say about
"the Twist":
I'm sitting this one out. It's dishonest. It's not
a dance and it has become dirty.
Not because it has to do with sex. Everything
does. But it's not what it's packaged. It's synthetic sex turned into a sick spectator sport.
Not because it's vulgar. Real vulgarity is divine.
But when people work at it, break their backs to
act vulgar, it's embarrassing.
When the gypsies did the tango in the Argentine
fifty years ago, it was one thing. When it got to
Europe in 1914, the Archbishop of Paris denounced
it as a "hypocritical excuse" for unmentionables.
I know what he was talking about.
The word Twist has gone round the world. What
you twist remains largely unmentionable. A hypocritical excuse for leers . . .
The oldest hootchy kootchy in the books has become the latest thing. Who would believe it?
Our fathers erred in denouncing all social dancing
as sinful. Embarrassed by their excessive rigor in the
matter, we seem to have gone to the other extreme;
how, where, and why one dances is no longer a concern
of the church, so long as it doesn't happen on church
property. But the church, like a parent, can alter or
modify its views on a particular question without · abdicating its right to speak to the question. The fact that
the church was once mistaken in condemning all sociJ.l
dancing does not mean that it can not point out the
grave temptations which may be associated with some
particular dance craze.
We have seen people doing the Twist and the best
construction we can put on their gyrations is that their
sexual appetites have become so atrophied that they
quite literally do not know what they are doing. The
atrophy of sexual appetite is, incidentally, a nearly pandemic ailment in the United States, largely became
sexual gluttony, like any other form of gluttony, eventually kills the appetite. The danger in the Twist is not,
therefore, to those who are already sexually sick, but
to those who are still reasonably healthy. Merely as a
form of exercise, it might be of some value to jaded
middle-aged folk to whom sex has ceased to be anything
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more than a conditioned reflex, like the salivation of
Pavlov's dogs. But for healthy young people, the Twist
is dynamite and had best be avoided.

The World Council of Churches
There was a time, not too long ago, when there was
a considerable element of the ecumaniacal in the
ecumenical movement. Perhaps there still is here and
there. Reports from the recent assembly of the World
Council of Churches in New Delhi indicate, however,
that the chastening and humbling to which the Church
has been subjected in the past generation have not been
fruitless. The shallow optimism that brought forth
the "one big church" idea has long since gone the way
of such romantic fantasies, and the notion that theological peculiarities could be subsumed under some generally-acceptable program of united political and social
action has run up against the hard fact that the Church
of Jesus Christ is not, in the first instance, an action
group but a community of believers.
The well-founded hesitation which certain conservative church bodies have felt at participating in the work
of councils of churches on . various levels may still be
justified. On the other hand it may be that the circumstances which occasioned that hesitation have changed
sufficiently to warrant a re-examination of traditional
positiOns. Certainly no one who takes our Lord's
sacerdotal prayer seriously can object in principle to
participating in any honest attempt to restore the broken unity of His Church. To be Christian is, by definition, to be ecumenical. To be Christian is to see one's
denomination as an evil out of which God is able to
bring some good - perhaps even more good than He
could bring out of a larger fellowship based upon
compromise with conviction, but _a n evil nevertheless.
From the reports we have received from the New
Delhi meetings, we get the impression that the churches
represented in the World Council are more interested
in getting their differences out on the table than in
concealing them or glossing them over. This is a
healthy thing, and in such an atmosphere of honest
theological concern no church need feel that it is pretending a unity which does not exist. What should
concern those churches which are not participating in
the work of the Council is that they may be withholding
the help, the encouragement, the brotherly admonition, and the common friendship which Christians owe
each other in the Lord. To be a separatist is as much
a denial of the Truth as to be an ecumaniac.
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The New Look in Banks
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A L F R E D

most interesting changes in recent
O NEyearsOFis THE
that which has taken place in banks, banking, and the banker. I had grown up with the idea that
banks could never change and I have had to revise my
thinking. For one thing, banks have gone all-out for
advertising. Years back paid advertising by banks consisted of an occasional one-inch ad in a church paper,
the copy on the back of church fans, and a no-nonsense
calendar without a picture.
These advertisements were not lengthy, usually giving
only the name and address of the bank and the total
of its assets. The impression, however, was that this
was an institution so far above mundane commercial
activity, so trustworthy and strong, it needed no advertismg. The image one got of the bank and the
banker was an extremely austere one.
But now banks advertise in every possible medium.
In our area they have so many commercials on the
radio even the cigarette companies have difficulty
getting a one minute spot. Banks are on television,
in magazines, and many take full page ads in the newspapers, all practices their predecessors would consider
the height of extravagence.
Purpose of this advertising seems to be to convince
the prospective customer of their unusual friendliness.
One bank in Chicago in telling of its friendly services
and the ease of banking uses the phrase "It's like having
a banker in the family." Another intent of the advertising is to describe all of the services they can render.
One bank has something approaching 57 varieties of
service available. As they will also tell you, to get these
services you don't have to park your car and walk, nor
do you have to stand in line. You can drive up, drive
in, or bank by mail instead.
The bank image they are creating strongly resembles
that of a well run club. Judging by appearances this
may be so, for modern banks are airy and light, filled
with modern art work, and manned by smiling personnel all of whom look eager to loan you money. Music is
piped in and you can enjoy free coffee while sitting in
an easy chair.
This is a far cry from banks as I knew them. Banks
in our town were more like monuments and when you
walked in you had the urge to tip-toe. They had a
closed-up look about them and the personnel appeared
to be caged in, which indeed they were. The building
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was quiet, dark, had a serious air, and in place of art
work, the walls contained a number of mottoes on thrift,
most of them written by Benjamin Franklin.
I haven't met any of the new breed of bankers, but
I have a mental picture of them. From the advertising,
I presume a bank president now wears rather bright
tweeds, goes around with an infectuous grin, insists on
being called "Bill," and more likely than not slaps you
on the back. When asked, in front of the customer,
about a border line loan case, this new type president
would probably shrug it off with a laugh and the comment, "It's only money."
I have met some of the old type bank presidents and
they were a different breed. There were no flashy
clothes worn by the bankers of a number of years ago.
The president not only wore a black suit, he appeared
to have been born in one. Although he was visible,
sitting at a roll top desk and wearing a glum expression, no one approached him except through another
employee. Certainly no one called him by his first
name, including, probably, his wife. It took all the
nerve one had to ask this obelisk for a loan. If he
looked gloomy before, he became even more dour at
the thought of any money leaving the premises. One
got the impression that when the conversation was
over, the only way to leave this presence was by tugging
the forelock and backing out the door.
The community felt the banker was made of granite
and ~t took the Depression in many cases to reveal he
had feet of clay. Suddenly this impregnable institution
turned out to be a house of straw, and for a while,
customers slipped furtively into a bank with the guilty
manner they might have used to enter a speakeasy.
But the Depression helped the banks by awakening
them to the fact that the customer was important and
that his trust and goodwill had to be cultivated.
I am all in ' favor of the new type banker, though I
have the strong suspicion he is not quite the hail fellow his advertising man makes him out to be. At least
he is in favor of making banking an enjoyable experience instead of a chore.
If this open, friendly approach continues, some day a
bank may go so far as to unchain the ball point pen
used by the customers, and some banker may even explain that great mystery of what they all do in there
after the bank closes at 3.
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The Reflection of Thought in Domestic Tragedy:
Elizabethan England to Modern America
BY HERBERT L. CARSON
Assistant Professor of Humanities, Art, and Language
Ferris Institute
Big Rapids, Michigan
A LMOST BY DEFINITION, domestic tragedy is a
didactic form of drama which expresses ideas pertinent to its age. The genre has been defined as the
"tragedy of the common people, ordinarily set in the
domestic scene, dealing with personal and family relationships rather than with large affairs of state, presented in a realistic fashion, and ending in a tragic or
otherwise serious manner."l Immediacy and closeness
are characteristics of domestic tragedy. Deeply concerned with its own times, the genre thematically reflects the values of those times.
The development of thought in the British Isles and
the United States can be described as a diminution of
emphasis upon orthodox theology. In simplified terms,
the development covered by this study begins with the
pessimism of the sixteenth century, continues through
. the moral benevolence of the seventeenth and much of
the eighteenth centuries, mellows further into the naive
justice depicted in the late eighteenth and much of the
nineteenth centuries, and becomes a view of virtue as
an independent trait in the twentieth century. By the
mid-twentieth century, the human condition is viewed
as based on unsure values.
In domestic tragedy, these shifting outlooks can be
represented by a study of one play from each major
period. These plays reflect ideas found in most domestic tragedies from each one of the periods and therefore illustrate the differences in thought characteristic
of the different periods. The changing order of
thought will be traced from the orthodox theology of
A Yorkshire Tmgedy (anon., c. 1608), through the sentimental morality of Aaron Hill 's The Fatal Extmimgance (1721 ), into the concept of impregnable virtue in
Richard Cumberland's The Myste1·ious Husband (1783),
and continuing beyond the secular search for strength
and understanding depicted in St. John Ervine's John
Ferguson (1915) to the portrayal of lost and corrupt
values in Arthur Miller's Death of a Salesman (1949).

Tragedy as Sin and Punishm ent
The harsh orthodoxy of Elizabethan and Jacobean
theology, with its pessimistic view of man's innate evil,
is reflected in A Yorhshi1·e Tmgedy (anon., c. 1608).
This play depicts a young man (called only "Husband")
who brings catastrophe to himself and his family
through a deviation from the dictates of religion . Allowing his own nature to rule him, the young man is
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lured by the pleasures of gaming and midnight revels.
More and more his obsession becomes madness as he
dissipates his fortune. He seems almost a demoniac in
his actions when he follows the dictates of his evil nature. J n the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, orthodox theology believed pessimistically in the "innate
viciousness of man - his certainity of turning to evil
courses when he follows his nature rather than his
faith."2
The impenitent and impatient husband is described
by his wife (called only "Wife") as: Not penitent for
those his sins are past, 1 But vexed his money cannot
make them last."3 Consumed by his natura'! tendencies
toward evil, the Husband is, like so many characters in
early domestic tragedies, not an amiable person.4 He
assails his wife with vicious words: "My strumpet wife
I It is thy quarrel that rips thus my flesh, 1 And makes
my breast spit blood; but thou shalt bleed" (p. 35).
This promise he eventually keeps.
Enveloped more and more by evil, the Husband lusts
after his pleasures and madly seeks money with which
to have his way. His greed is in itself a form of madness : "Where's the money, let's see the money; is the
rubbish sold, those wiseacres, your lands? why, when?
the money! where is' t? pour't down, down with't,
down with' t . . ." (p. 36). Such spewing greed can
only lead to further corruption and catastrophe.
Having lost his money and sold his own land and
his wife's, the Husband finally realizes that he and his
family are impoverished. The effects of his pleasures
are now known to him, but he neither repents nor regrets. Still possessed by his inner evil, the Husband
considers the plight of his children:
Fool! what meant I to marry to get beggars?
Now must my eldest son be a knave or nothing:
he cannot live upon the fool, for he will
have no land to maintain him; that mortgage
sits like a snaffle upon mine inheritance,
and makes me chaw upon iron. My second son
must be a promoter, and my third, a thief,
or an underputter, a slave pander (p. 33).
Here is no remorse, no self-recrimination, none of the
tender thoughts of a father, but instead bitter and degraded statements which c<:pture the pitiless quality
that exists in a man bereft of his religion and a slave
to his own nature.
This madman decides to kill his children and his wife
so as to avoid the disgrace of their becoming imTHE CRESSET

poverished. He stabs two of his children and his wife,
and is riding in search of the third child when he is
apprehended. The Husband's first reaction is still one
of madness, as he comments bitterly, "I grieve for nothing, but I missed of one" (p. 41). Only when faced
with the gallows does the Husband at last realize not
only that there is earthly punishment but also that
God must be satisfied. Through repentance he can
find salvation, and the Husband now understands,
" ... man's dark, where heaven is quite forgot" (p. 42).
The repentant Husband is then confronted by his
wounded wife, who readily forgives him. With the aid
of her warm sympathy, the Husband returns fully to
God's way. He responds to the Wife's forgiveness and
feels that "Now glides the devil from me ... " (p. 42).
The Husband is repentant and desirous of Divine Grace
when he goes ·to the gallows. So thorough is reclamation that he utters the final moral of the play: "Let
every father look into my deeds, J And then their heirs
may prosper, while mine bleeds" p. 42).
The ending of A Yorkshire Tragedy illustrates clearly
the Elizabethan and Jacobean attitudes toward man,
attitudes which were harsh and pessimistic but still
capable of forgiveness. This view assumes that man,
once possessed by the devil's nature rather than by a
love of virtue, will come to catastrophe and will bring
tragedy to others as well. Such an idea is realistic
rather than poetic. At the end of A Yorkshire Tragedy ,
two innocent children are dead, the wounded wife and
the surviving child are penniless, the Husband's brother
faces the loss of his career as well as possible imprisonment for debt, and the perpetrator of all goes to the
gallows repentant and seemingly assured of Divine Grace.
When one soul lapses from adherence to the tenets of
his faith, when one soul presumes to follow his own nature rather than his religion, tragedy ensues for all even the innocent. Such a view of the world is pessimistic, although there is some hope in the notion of
Divine Grace and of a future life which may prove
better than man's earthly existence.
Salvation through repentance is still characteristic
of drama. Indeed, the popular gallows-repentance of
the earliest domestic tragedy has not lost its appeal
even in modern times (e.g., in the motion pictures
which stress the idea that "crime does not pay," a notion similar to the sixteenth-century precept that "the
wages of sin are death"). Although these theological
concepts still remain today, other ideas have changed.
Between A Yorkshire Tragedy and Aaron Hill's adaptation of that play as The Fatal Extravagance (1721 ),
occurs more than a lapse of time. Beginning with the
sentiment of the late seventeenth century, there developed a new "vision of society in which the natural
was the admirable, in which sympathy and benevolence
prevailed, and in which virtue rarely went unrewarded."5 While sin still resulted in death, the new
sentiment avoided inflicting upon the innocent those
torments deserved only by the guilty.
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Tragedy as A c cide nt and Redress
Hill's The Fatal Extravagance does more than reflect
this spirit. An adaptation of A Yorkshire Tragedy,
Hill's play eloquently expresses the characteristic d ifferences in thought which mark the eras of the two
plays, differences which reflect the revolution in thought
which occurred simultaneously with the Puritan up~
heaval. In Hill's play the husband, Bellmour, is not
a madman. Instead, he is a person whose folly has
brought him toward impending poverty, and who seeks
to examine his problem rationally. The wife, Louisa,
describes her husband in terms which con trast with the
Wife's descriptions of the Husband in A Yorkshire
Tragedy. In The Fatal Extravagance, Louisa says of
Bellmour: "Misfortunes have instructed him to think,
/ And thought has captiv'd every madding passion.
[sic ]"6 Louisa recognizes the sensibility of Bellmour
and trusts h;m to reason out his problem. His thoughts
about the effect of poverty upon his children are not
the bitter and violent statements of the Husband in A
Yorkshire Tragedy but rather a tearful meditation:
I was considering which of my three boys,
Some few years hence, when I'am dissolved in death,
Will act the beggar best! run, bare-foot, fastest!
And, with the most dextrous shrugg, play tricks
for charity., (sic, p. 298)
Despite its sentimental attitude, The Fatal Extravagance admits the possibility of evi}. The play seems
to reflect Sir Richard Steele's notion that tragedy arises
from an "accident to virtue."7 Bellmour suffers such
an "accident" because he succumbs to the blandishments of the villainous Bargrave. When the machinations of this evil creature lead Bellmour into ruin, the
good man can see "no cure, but from severe remorse"
(p. 296). Realizing his position, knowing that he has
impoverished his family, Bellmour comes to the seemingly rational conclusion that "murd-er grows a mercy
• . . (p. 312).
Bellmour's decision to save his family from earthly
distress through killing them is not the mad cruelty
shown in the earlier play. Unlike the irritable, swordswing Husband, Bellmour's actions are full of a pitying
love and a kindly sentiment. He tenderly poisons a
cordial intended for his wife and children, and then
poisons himself. Through the intervention of an uncle,
Bellmour's family is saved, and only the weak protagonist is made to suffer for his sins. Unlike the ending
of A Yorkshire Tragedy, which saw the survivors destined to a life of hardship, Hill's play carefully spares
the innocent. There is mercy in the semi-poetic justice
of the early eighteenth century, for news comes that
Bellmour's brother has bequeathed the family a fortune. Despite this tender treatment, there is a suggestion of sorrow at the end. After Bellmour's death, his
wife feels her loss deeply.
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Tragedy as Wound and Cure
By the end of the eighteenth century, sentiment had
progressed to a point where even this much suffering
became unsatisfactory. Sentimental comedy had become a popular form, and toward the end of the age
it began to coalesce with domestic tragedy into a coJnbination which contained the type of naive justice usually associated with melodrama. This coalescence i~
illustrated in Richard Cumberland's The Mysterious
Husband (1783). (Note: Cumberland also wrote sentimental comedies, such as The West Indian and "The
Brothers) which except for the lack of deaths are similar
in nature to The Mysterious Husband .) By the end of
the eighteenth century a virtuous man was viewed as
impregnable, although the stratagems of evil often
threatened to harm him. Virtue was a shield against
all evil, and death was the punishment for the villian
and not for the innocents who became enmeshed in his
web.
The villian of Cumberland's play, Lord Davenant,
is a gamester and bully who causes entanglements for
a number of virtuous young people. These complications, while seemingly tragic, are ultimately solved.
The complications can be suggested briefly through a
statement about the various relationships among the
characters. The widower Lord Davenant has married
pretty Lady Davenant, who had originally loved young
Dormer, but had agreed to marry the Lord when she
received an abrupt letter from Dormer terminating
their romance. After the marriage, Lord Davenant had
taken a pseudonymous trip to Flanders where he met
and married another young lady, Miss Dormer. Subsequently, the Lord led this young lady to believe him
dead. Miss Dormer returned to London as a widow
and married again, this time with Lord Davenant's own
son by his first marriage. The full entanglement occurs
with the return to London of young Dormer who, like
Lady Davenant, had received a note abruptly terminating their romance.
Such complications could have led to tragic or at
least unfortunate events, but this age is in the full bloom
of sentimentalism, that attitude which Sir Leslie Stephen
described as "the effeminate element of Christianity." 8
Impregnable virtue is the acceptable sentiment of th.e
times. Early in the play, Lord Davenant ponders h1s
cruel behavior as he begins to repent: '"Tis not by
nature 1 am cruel:-one dishonorable deed, the impulse
of a .guilty passion, has distorted all my actions." 9 When
his machinations are at an end and his villainous disguise is fully revealed, Davenant solves everyone's problems quite simply: he drinks a dram of poison offstage
and stabs himself onstage. With a repentant plea "Chide me! cover me with clouds. I sink, I die. - Have
pity for me, Heaven! 'Tis past" - Lord Davenant e.xpires (p. 135). Not only is virtue unpunished and I.ts
problems solved, but evil is shown to consun~e only Itself. Despite this death, the play essentially ends
happily.
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Such happiness contrasts with the tender tragedy of
The Fatal Extravagance. The bereaved wife in that
play mourned the loss of a loved one. The wives in
Cumberland's play are as much relieved as bereaved.
The mere existence among the living of Lord Davenan t
had been a barrier to the happiness of four young
people - the two wives, Dormer, Captain Davenant.
The characters sigh over the earthly remains of the Lord
and are offered future hope by Lady Davenant who
erroneously believes that someone may need consolation: "Patiently await, and it will come from Heaven:
- the same dispensing hand that to the blameless bosom
deals the wound, will in its own good time, administer
the cure" (p. 136). · Of course, that same wounding
hand has already administered the cure - Lord Davenant has killed himself!
For over a century, mostly in melodramas, there
reigned supreme on the popular stage the notion of
full poetic justice which upheld the impregnability of
virtue. While this notion is still part of modern drama,
some playwrights reveal a deeper concern with the problems of men. Simplified descriptions of predominant
ideas cannot be made as easily about modern tragedy,
but there are characteristics which can be described.

Tragedy as Affliction and Resignation
One trait of modern tragedy has been an acceptance
of the idea that catastrophe arises from a number of
convergent elements. ln St. John Ervine's john Ferguson (1915), tragedy is the result of a conflux of events.
The title character is a semi-Job, a man of such religious
strength that almost nothing can shake his faith in
the justice of God's way. John is dedicated to the right,
as that right is revealed in his Bible. Despite impending disaster, he believes completely that the world has
a purpose and that God's way is the just way. Speaking
about the possible loss of the family farm, for example,
John says: "There's a meaning in it, whatever happens.
I can't see God's purpose, but I know well there is one.
His hand never makes a mistake." 10 Such faith is
like the strict orthodoxy and implicit trust reflected in
domestic tragedies of earlier periods. John's trust is
reiterated when his daughter is assaulted: "God's
scourged us hard, and it isn' t easy to bear. We must
just . .. just try and be patient" (p. 151).
In the twentieth century, virtue is no longer an impregnable shield against the misfortunes of evil. When
John's son admits the murder of the man who assaulted
the girl, John tries to dissuade the youth from surrendering himself: ''I've suffered enough! I've suffered
enough, Andrew! It's not just or right to push more
trouble on me now ... Oh, I've bore enough, and it's
not fair to ask me to bear any more" (p. 169). Instead of Job's patient acceptance of every tragic visitation from God, this all-too-human being finds the pain
of God's way not only incomprehensible but even questionable.
THE CRESSET
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John attempts to renew his faith after his son insists
upon surrendering. Somewhat feebly, without the firm
conviction of such earlier statements of trust, John utters his faith: "We can't understand everything. It's
no good trying to puzzle it all out. We must have
faith . . . that's all! Just have faith!" (p. 167) Exhausted from his effort to rekindle the burning trust
he once had, John sinks wearily into his chair. As he
sits, John's hand brushes the Bible. The stage direction reads: "He pushes it away from him" (p. 168).
Having momentarily rejected his usual source of comfort, John cannot avoid wondering about the cause of
his tragedy: "I must have sinned bitterly against God
to be punished this way. It must have been something
I done that's brought calamity on us. I'd be willing
to pay whatever price was demanded of me . . . But
Andrew!" (p. 170) There is a querulous note here
which distinctly contrasts with the earlier passivity of
John's acceptance.
·
The final moment of the play shows John attempting
to regain his former state of belief in and acceptance
of God's way. Returning to his Bible, John reads
aloud from II Samuel, lamenting with David for the
lost Absalom:
'And the king was much moved and went up
to the chamber over the gate, and wept: and as
he went (his voice beginning to break) thus
he said, 0 my son Absalom, my son, my son
Absalom! Would God I had died for thee,
0 Absalom, my son . . . my son.' (p. 172)
Dropping the Bible, John stares wearily into the fire.
The old understanding and assurance are gone. The
old acceptance of God's justice is beginning to waver.
There are other forces in this universe, forces which
John cannot yet comprehend clearly. No longer is man
seen as an immediate constituent of God's universe.
Man has shrunk, but still he exists and must seek some
basis of understanding for his existence. Neither harsh
orthodoxy nor optimistic humanitarianism are workable. There are new values which dominate, and these
have yet to be isolated and understood. John can only
watch the shifting flames, and wonder.ll

Trag e dy as Corruption and Despair
By the mid-twentieth century, some of the powers
which contribute to personal tragedy were isolated.
The new social order had been established and generally
accepted. With this new order came new values, and
these were seen as themselves contributing to tragedy.
Still, the salesman in Arthur Miller's Death of a Salesman (1949) is just as lost and searching as a John Ferguson, perhaps even more. Like John, Miller's Willy
Loman is the victim of converging events and of circumstances over which he has lost even the potential
of control. Unlike John, however, Willy has no religious basis for conduct. Instead, Willy is both the
product and the victim of his society.
JANUARY
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At least superficially, the modern world has debased
and corrupted values. This debasemen t and corruption have become part of Willy's character. It is difficult to speculate about what Willy could have been,
although his son Biff suggests Wiily's inner potential
of creativity in his remark about the salesman's hobby:
"There's more of him in that front stoop than in all
the sales he ever made.'' Willy's friend, Charlie, responds, "Yeah, he was a happy man with a batch of
cement."12 But Willy had rejected the simplicity of
a batch of cement. His was a dream fashioned in youth,
a dream based on a different world which disappeared
while Willy still clung to its few ideals and sought to
apply its many corrupted values. Willy's ideal was
Dave Singleman, an eighty-four-year-old salesman, who
aroused Willy's interest and envy:
And old Dave, he'd go up to his room, y'understand, put on his green velvet slippers - I'll
never forget- and pick up his phone and call
the buyers, and without ever leaving his room,
at the age of eighty-four, he made his living."
And when I saw that, I realized that selling
was the greatest career a man could want.
'Cause what could be more satisfying than to be
able to go, at the age of eighty-four, into twenty
or thirty different cities, and pick up a phone,
and be remembered and loved and helped by
so many different people? ... When he died,
hundreds of salesmen and buyers were at his
funeral. Things were sad on a Iotta trains for
months after that. (p. 28)
Willy's ideal is that of an era which lies in the grave
with Dave Singleman.
For Willy, to be liked is a major part of living. With
popularity, Wiiiy believes, go riches. These are the
riches not of labor but of luck. Willy's material ideal
is his brother Ben, who sums up the fortunes of life
with this pat statement: "William, when I walked
into the jungle, I was seventeen. When I walked out
I was twenty-one. And, by God, I was rich!" (p. 18)
Willy got lost and never emerged from the jungle.
Instead, he remained immersed in dreams of glory and
wealth adapted from Dave Singleman and Ben. These
impossible dreams made Willy less of a salesman than
he might have been, and completely kept him from
that lonely batch of cement.
The last moments of Willy Loman's life poignantly
reveal the soul of a man whose adopted values have
betrayed him. Alone, he bitterly wonders about the
purpose of his existence, trying to renew his faith in
the values of the world as he knows it. Willy seeks in
his sons some sign that his ideas were the right ones.
When he fails and must recognize the bitter truth of
his wasted life, Willy takes refuge in another old dream.
He hopes to show his son Biff that the salesman's death
will be noticed. In a trance, he explains his triumph:
Ben, that funeral will be massive! They'll
come from Maine, Massachusetts, Vermont,
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New Hampshire! All the old-timers with the
strange license plates- that boy will be thunder-struck, Ben, because he never realized - I
am known! Rhode Island, New York, New
Jersey - I am known, Ben ... (p. 43)
The death of a salesman is Willy's last hope, but it is
not fulfilled.
For Willy, life ends, but the world continues. The
summation of all the wasted values is spoken by Willy's
friend Charley:
Willy was a salesman. And for a salesman,
there is no rock bottom to the life. He don ' t
put a bolt to a nut, he don't tell you the law
or give you medicine. He's the man way out
there in the blue riding on a smile and a shoeshine. And when they start not smiling back that's an earthquake. And then you get yourself a couple of spots on your hat, and you're
finished. Nobody dast blame this man. A
salesman is got to dream, boy. It comes with
the territory. (p. 48)
Failure, too, comes with the territory. Willy's dream
lacked reality, even in the first moment of its formation. Unlike his idol, Dave Singleman, Willy could not
sell via telephone, his feet comfortable in green velvet
slippers. Instead, Willy trod the dusty streets, the
shine on his shoes soon dimmed. If Willy had any
innate virtue, it was early and easily assailed, captured,
and corrupted by social virtues. If those values had
any virtues, they were ignored by Willy. Instead there
was the dream - of glory and fortune, of a smile and a
shoeshine - the hollow dream which permitted the
hollow life and finally the hollow death.

Syntheses in Modern Drama
Thought in domestic tragedy, the genre's reflection
of contemporary ideas and values, has been continually
in a state of transition. In modern tragedy, despite its
lack of a clear basis, can be seen some of the ideas of
earlier domestic tragedies. Pessimism has been adopted
from the sixteenth century. Virtue exists, either as an
actuality in John Ferguson or as a never-realized potential in Willy Loman. Such virtue, like that portrayed in the confident eighteenth century, may suffer
an "accident." Finally, the tragic strength of outer
forces, without the poetic satisfaction of the sentimental
denouement, has been adopted from the late eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries. The view of the individual
has changed from the sixteenth century's idea of innate
evil, but again we see men who cause their own destruction. In the twentieth century, however, the actions of these men are motivated by failings in their
social setting and weaknesses in themselves.
The reflection of thought in a play reveals the etfect upon the dramatist of his own era. In this effect
can be seen an influence not only upon the thought ol
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the play but also upon its very literary and dramatic
quality. In the sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries, the vision of man as a creature innately evil led
to realistic depictions and appraisals of the ordinary
people of domestic tragedy. These earlier plays were
willing to use exciting and interesting, even if unamiable, characters in telling their stories. Influenced by
the religious orthodoxy of the times, the final necessity
for sincere repentance which would lead to salvation
often led as well to a weak or ineffective ending (as is
true of the moralizing and sentimental close of A
Yorkshire Tragedy).
The sentimental optimism of the eighteenth century
caused the view of man to become so shaded with pathetic notions that domestic tragedies of that age are
painfully lacking in realism of character or in truth
of idea. To view man as so good that his evil arises
only from an accident, or from that easily conquered
evil - the villain - is to deny powerful forces which
cause catastrophe in the lives of people regardless of
their station. There is nothing in the character of the
tragic protagonist of Hill's The Fatal Extravagance that
causes his tragedy, and nothing in his reactions that
result in anything more than some vague feeling of
sorrow. Bellmour's tragedy neither horrifies nor outrages.
The influence of the melodramatic stress on impregnable virtue during the late eighteenth and the ninetee'n th centuries was almost a negation of tragedy. The
world of melodrama is as ideal and unreal as that world
depicted in the late seventeenth century's heroic plays.
There is some satisfaction in centering evil in a villain
whose machinations are thwarted and who is himself
consumed by his evil plots. But the satisfaction is one
which appeals to our naive desire for a pure world,
and has little aesthetic merit if one considers aesthetics
as arising from the real world and blending both the
ugly and beautiful truths of that world.
Modern tragedies are mainly realistic depictions of
characters and of forces which overwhelm these characters and cause their tragedies. That a devout and
strong man like John Ferguson could be punished so
severely through his loved ones is a frightening idea.
The converging forces which result in catastrophe are
fatefully and depressingly depicted. Unfortunately,
just as John gains little understanding and little satisfaction from staring into the flames, so the audience
receives little answer to its own desire to understand
the tragic forces of the world. The dancing flames,
vague and ambiguous with ever-shifting images, seem
to have replaced the absolutism which John sought and
found in his Bible. Such a symbol implies that man
has given up the absolute answers .in a search for insights into the phantasmagoria of life. Yet the human
condition likes more of an answer, and the human
heart likes more of an assurance. Perhaps the final repentance and redemption in sixteenth-century domestic
tragedies was awkward, but it promised more to manTHE CRESSET
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kind than the strong but hopeless ending of john
Ferguson.
The same lack of hope is reflected in Arthur Miller's
Death of a Salesman. To some extent Miller answers
the question about the sources of tragedy. They are in
our society and in ourseh•es. But how can they be
exorcised, expunged, extracted? How can we overcome tragic predilection and assume a more stable
course in the world? What can we do to avoid becoming victims of overwhelming social forces? Indeed,
how can society itself be rid of the consuming canker?
There are no answers in Miller's play, no suggestion
that answers exist. The world goes on after the salesman dies; his death has solved nothing. This play
seems to lack promise of a better world.
When the protagonist of a tragedy is above the ordinary events of the world, when his transcendent catastrophe affects not only himself but his ~hole environment, a return to stability is much easier than when
the figure is himself a product of his world. The easy
solution of the sixteenth century with its repentance
and redemption, and the glowing solution of the eighteenth century with its punishment of the very cause
of evil are no longer possible. Modern tragedy sees
catastrophe not only as a matter of evil but also as a
matter of almost unavoidable social necessity which
arises from so many sources that we cannot possibly
master them all. The fall ~:of a Hamlet was also the
fall of a Claudius, and the stability of the state was
promised in the figure of young Fortinbras. But where
is the stability of Ervine's Ulster or Miller's Brooklyn?
What figure arises at the end to promise us that now,
tragedy having run its course, normal life will be reinstated? There is no epiphany, no promise of a return
to the normal, the decent, and the happy. From orthodox theology, through optimistic humanitarianism, up
to a cloudy vision of tragic forces beyond our ken and
into a view of tragic forces beyond our ken but of our

own making - this is the reflection of thought in domestic tragedy.
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The Slow Metamorphosis of Paddy Chayefsky
Bv WALTER SoRELL
Drama Editor
representational landscape painter
T HEis aREALISTIC,
displaced artist in our time, an anachronism
at best, as any amateur photographer can out-photograph him today. The literary theatre has always
tried to hold up the mirror to nature, but also to encompass it as much as to probe and penetrate it, aml
nowadays, with television catching the photogenic side
of life, or analyzing it documentarily, the theatre has
no other choice than to catch the conscience of the
world by being bigger than life.
Paddy Chayefsky has come a long way to realize this.
But his development from "Marty" to "G.ideon" is
stupendous, from the little man who seeks his own
identity in the Bronx to the little man who wrestles with
the Angel of God. While his first stage play, "Middle
of the Night," was still full of the cliches and commonplaces of the small screen that more often than not
fill the yawning emptiness of the home-sweet-home
atmosphere, his next entry, "The Tenth Man," was an
already daring step out of the photographic confines
of the super-realistic, minute slice-of-life school of
playwriting. In it, he dared to tackle a problem of
symbolic depth when he transposed the story of the
"Dybbuk" into a twentieth-century synagogue basement. Without losing his uncanny touch for realistic
dialogue, he contrasted the restless soul of a strumpet
of yore that took possession of a young girl with the
restless soul of a young man, the incarnation of modern
cynicism and nihilism, whose suicidal tendency has
thrown him onto the psychoanalytic couch. Wrestling
with two different devils, Chayefsky overcame the problem posed by solving it in a rather pat manner. By
making the girl fall in love and by converting the man
who thought himself unable to love any human being,
the playwright overlooked the fact that, at the very end,
we do not know whether the dybbuk was exorcised or
not. Or did he want to intimate that love will do
the rest? But is love strong enough for it? And is not
one of the first dramaturgic rules to answer the question posed at the beginning?
Although the problem in "Gideon" is far more powerful and the topic transcends the realism in which it
is conceived, one still feels that the very last word had
not been said, that this huge dialogue between the
Angel of God and Gideon almost ends where it began:
in the humanization of God, who stubbornly insists on
having things His way, and in the rebellion of man
against the humility and love for God forced upon
him.
"Gideon" is probably the most irrevent among the
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more deeply felt religious plays and the most successful. It has some of the folksiness of "The Green Pastures" without its playful innocence. There is no at·
tempt made at sugarcoating the problem, which is the
acceptance of our fate as willed by God. Gideon, the
simple man (not to say the simpleton as which Douglas
Campbell presents him and does a superb job of it),
was chosen by the Lord to bring about a miracle in
order to teach the Israelites a lasting lesson, to make
them love Jehovah for His own sake because "I am
the Lord your God, Gideon ... I am truth, and exist!"
This two-hour-long dialogue is filled out with
whipped-up action by the play's director, Tyrone Guthrie, who, with his skill for moving actors on the stage,
can conjure up the feeling of dramatic action where
there is none. This debate between the Angel of God
and Gideon rotates around this need of Gideon to find
out more about himself, to find his place in life, and to
have the right to just rewards, while the Angel demands unconditioned recognition of Jehovah. God
wants the victory of the Israelites to be a miracle, because only a miracle is His victory, not man's.
In the struggle between Gideon's "human" aspirations and the Angel's desperate requests for ma~'s love
both face each other, stretching out their hands to
reach, to touch the other's reality as if not to lose the
light of God nor the love of man. At this point a dramatic climax is achieved that goes beyond the theme
of the play (and is strangely enough not written into the
original version and probably has been arrived at by
that miraculous collaboration that the theatre is). It
is an awesome moment when Gideon no longer sees
the Angel (Frederic March has given it everything this
difficult part demands) and falls back into his aloneness
with his pride, his stubbornness, with the ephemeral
joys of being. Like a faint echo we still hear the colloquial chit-chat (did not Gideon say to God, "I do
find you personable, Sir," or reproach Him for being
late to prompt him further battle plans: "Where have
you been?") and sometimes a touch of Biblical greatness breaks through the common words ("It was as if
the nakedness of all things was exposed to me, and I
saw myself and all men for what we truly are, suspension of matter, flailing about for footholds in the void,
all the while slipping back screaming into endless suffocations") - and there he goes, Gideon, modern man,
no longer by the grace of God, man trying to explain
away God's miracle with "all this socio-economic nonsense" and the predictability of the moon's eclipses.
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From the Chapel

The Kindness of Reproof
H. ScHAEFER
Assistant Professor of History
Valparaiso University
BY

MARTIN

And He said unto them, How is it that ye
sought me? Wist ye not that I must be about
my Father's business?
Saint Luke 2:49
WERE STRANGE words for a boy of twelve
T HESE
to speak to his parents. The first of the two questions, indeed, sounds impertinent and unkind. The
boy Jesus had stayed behind in the big city when the
time to return home had arrived, without permission or
knowledge of Mary and Joseph. For some days he had
stayed there on his own. When they found that he
was not with their travelling party, the parents had
gone back to the city, a good day's _walk, to f_ind hi~.
After considerable searching, and With mountmg anxiety, they finally came upon him in the temple. The
circumstance that he was sitting among the teachers of
the temple may, despite surprise, have been relieving.
But surely it must have been bitter to be met with reproach from the boy: "How is, it that you sought me?"
How was it they had sought hi[\1! Ungrateful reward
for all the sorrow and apprehension they had suffered
as they discovered him missing and then had frantically
searched for him.
This is the impression you get at first when you
read the words the young Jesus spoke to his father
and mother. Yet its real purpose· is to heighten the
effect of his words' true meaning. The background
and circumstances of Jesus' birth had given unmistakable evidence to Mary and Joseph that Mary's first-born
would not be an ordinary child. Indeed, it had been
made clear to them that he would never be fully their
own, but would in fact be the Son of God. The angel
of the Lord had said this clearly to Mary and had implied as much to Joseph. Furthermore, the miraculous
appearance of the shepherds and of the wise men at the
child's birth, the words of the two ancients, Simeon and
Anna, when the child was brought to the temple for
circumcision, the appearance of an angel to Joseph
warning of the necessity to flee into Egypt - these were
experiences sufficiently extraordinary to impress upon
them indelibly the identity of Jesus as declared by the
angel.
And yet, evidently Mary and Joseph had been forgetting what they should have known so well. More
than a decade had passed since the birth of the infant
Jesus. Life had settled into a normal course, and the
parents had succumbed to the emotional and spiritual
inertia of everyday living - Mary to that of houseJANUARY
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wife and mother, Joseph to that of father and family
provider. They were not capable of retaining, from
day to day over the years, a vivid awareness of the real
identity of the growing, eldest boy in their midst.
They had lost t!1e sense of the meaningful passage of
time and the maturing of his destiny.
The boy Jesus - waxing strong in spirit, filled with
wisdom and the grace of God, as St. Luke says - must
have begun to notice this. His awareness of his own
person and mission must have grown in clarity day by
day. He must have been deeply impressed by the discrepancy between the normal, passively human outlook into which his parents had lapsed and the business
that was his, that business of his true Father in Heaven
which would shatter all peace and normalcy.
Accordingly, what Jesus said to his parents when
they found him was just. Joseph and Mary had begun
to lose sight of their role and their duty. They had
begun to look upon themselves as parents who might
indulge in love of their son and expect consideration
and devotion from him to the same extent as other
parents. But their position was not like that of others.
If they failed in the realization of their unique position,
they would interfere with the fulfillment of his great
mission.
But reproof can be a form of mercy, too, and Jesus'
words were merciful. The time would come when all
the natural emotions of parents would be deeply lacerated by the bitter suffering and death of this boy. It
was kindness to remind them, even sharply, that he
was not fully their son, that his task on earth would
soon set up a wall of division between them. For their
own sake, they must restrain their feelings.
Although there is a vast difference between the relationship of Jesus to Mary and Joseph and that of ordinary children to their parents, the relationship exhibited
in the temple scene is profoundly applicable to that of
all children and parents.
No child is ever fully the property of its parents.
Each is an independent being, with a life to live and a
destiny of its own. It is wrong for parents to be possessive. They should rather restrain their affections
and recognize their duty to help their child to develop
his independent existence with strength and integrity.
And a child too should know that its future is not
identical with that of its parents. It should have the
courage to recognize its own personal task. It should
realize that, through Jesus, its true father is that same
Father of whom the boy Jesus spoke. To Him is due

the highest obligation. What He expects in manner of
life and fulfillment of life's purpose must come before
all else.
Yet to emphasize the gulf that separates parents and
children has its dangers. Remember that St. Luke relates further: "And he went down with them and came
to Nazareth, and was subject unto them." There was
no question in Jesus' mind about two things: first, that

he continued to owe his parents respect and love;
second, that whatever his ultimate task, many years
would pass before he would attain the · maturity to accomplish it.
Whatever our personal destiny, we must, like Jesus,
remember the debt of love we owe our parents and
discharge it. And we must appreciate that maturity
comes far more slowly than we are inclined to suppose.

robert cha;les brown

On Second Thought
--------------------------------8 Y

THE CHURCH IS NOT the good news of God. It
is not the Gospel. Worship is not the good news.
When God calls out to us the good news, He is not
just calling us to church, or to worship.
The church and worship are only results of the good
news. When men and women hear the good news, and
accept it in faith, they gather together into a church and
they worship God. The church is all those whom
God has called by the Gospel, and worship is what we
do in response to the Gospel. When the church in a
certain locality comes together to worship and work
for God together, it is a congregation. But it is not
the good news.
The Gospel is the fact that God loves us and forgives us, in Jesus Christ my Lord. This has always
been the message of God to His people. It is the good
Word given through the prophets to Israel, and through
Israel to the world. It is the good Word demonstrated,
proved, and accomplished in Jesus Christ crucified. It
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is the good Word carried to the world through the
church today.
When the bill boards say: "Go to church on Sunday,"
they are not teaching the good news. When you tell
a man: "Come to church ... You ought to go to church
. . . You shall worship the Lord your God . . . ," you
are not preaching the good news. If someone asks you:
"Why should I go to church?" you have no real answer.
Unless you tell him the good news.
We are witnesses. Witnesses of the fact that God
has forgiven all men in Christ. We are ambassadors
of God, not of the .church. Ambassadors appointed
to give forgiveness. We are teaching the good news
only when we are saying that God loves us and forgives
us.
And you are saying that adequately only when you
forgive. If you condemn a man for not going to church,
you are fighting the good news. When you forgive the
man, then you are illustrating the good news.
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The Leningrad Philharmonic
-----------------------------8 y

ALTHOUGH THE blustering of Nikita Khruschchev,
his shoe-pounding and all his other antics cause
me many excruciating pains, I must say that the Leningrad Philharmonic Orchestra presents the music of
Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky with thrilling incisiveness and
with what I regard as complete truthfulness. At all
events, it does so when it plays the works of Tchaikovsky
under the leadership of the able Soviet conductor whose
name is Eugen Mravinsky.
A short time ago I had occasion to discuss some of
Tchaikovsky's compositions with one of the most prominent music critics of our land. We agreed that the
famous Russian master has not lost ground with the
passing of time, that he was one of the world 's great
melodists, and that his orchestral scores reveal extraordinary skill in the art of instrumentation.
For many years I have known Tchaikovsky's Fourth ,
Fifth, and Sixth by heart, and I have heard innumerable
performances of these three symphonies. Sometimes
I was pleased; sometimes I was chagrined. Now and
then I was thrilled.
Recently I received three discs on which the Leningrad Philharmonic Orchestra, under Mravinsky, plays
Tchaikovsky's Fourth, Fifth, and Sixth in a manner
which, in my opinion, is wholly in accord with the
spirit and the letter of what the composer put on paper.
These thrilling recowing_s, believe me, enable one to
become acquainted with Tchaikovsky as he lived,
moved, and had his being. Here a Russian orchestra
under a Russian conductor presents distinctively Russian music in a way that is authentically Russian. If
space were available, I could dissect these readings
and show on the basis of such things as tempo, accentuation, co-ordination, subordination, rhythm, and dynamics that they are exemplary in every respect.
Naturally, I would make the same statement if the
orchestra under consideration had its home in Timbuktu instead of in Leningrad. But is it altogether
far-fetched to believe that Russians understand Tchaikovsky better than non-Russians? I do not think so.
On another disc the Leningrad Philharmonic Orchestra, under Gennadi Rozhclestvensky, gives exciting
readings of Francesca da Rimini, which I regard as
one of Tchaikovsky's finest symphonic poems, and a
suite derived from Aram Khatchaturian's ballet titled
Gayaneh. This suite, by the way, includes the electrifying Saber Dance and contains some of Khatchaturian 's
best writing.
I have received another elise devoted, in part at least,
to Tchaikovsky. On one side Mstislav Rostropovich,
the famous Russian master of the 'cello, plays the fascinating Rococo Variations, Op. 33; on the opposite side
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he gives an outstanding performance of Robert Schumann's 'Cello Concerto in A Minor, Op 129. The
Leningrad Philharmonic Orchestra takes part in these
presentations. Rozhclestvensky conducts.
Now let us travel to another city behind the Iron Curtain and listen to the Budapest Philharmonic Orchestra
as it plays two compositions by Zoltan Kodaly, the renowned Hungarian composer, under the direction vf
Kodaly himself. The works performed are Summer
Evening and Concerto for Orchestra. To my thinking,
Kodaly's Concerto for Orchestra is inferior in worth to
a composition with the same title by his countryman
Bela Bartok. But although I consider Bartok's Concerto for Orchestra one of the finest orchestral works
of recent times, I do not minimize the power and the
beauty contained in the composition by Kodaly.
Incidentally, all the discs I am reviewing are issued
by the Deutsche Grammophon Gesellschaft.
Herbert von Karajan is an important figure in the
world of music. Listen carefully as he presides over
the Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra in a performance of Franz Liszt's exhilarating symphonic poem
titled Mazeppa and conducts orchestral versions of the
fourth and fifth Hungarian rhapsodies. On the same
disc he gives a virile reading of Liszt's Hungarian Fantasy for Piano and Orchestra, with Shura Cherkassky
playing the brilliant piano part. I must teq you that
the Hungarian Rhapsody No . 4 for orchestra is identical
with the Hungarian Rhapsody No. 12 for piano.
If you have never heard Geza Anda, the Hungarian
pianist, you have missed a stimulating experience. I
urge you to listen to him as he plays Johannes Brahms's
Piano Concerto No. 2 with the Berlin Philharmonic
Orchestra under Ferenc Fricsay, the highly accomplished
Hungarian conductor. Brahms's Piano Concerto No.
2 is a great work. Anda and Fricsay present it with
remarkable skill and penetrating understanding.
I have always liked Ludwig van Beethoven's Symphony No. 4 because it abounds in gaiety. The Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra, under Eugen Jochum,
gives a robust reading of this fine work. On the same
disc there is an admirable performance of Beethoven's
Leonore Overture No. 2. Which of the three overtures titled Leonore do you prefer? Sometimes I like
the third best; sometimes I decide in favor of the
second. The first is beautiful but less important.
Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau, baritone, is one of the
great lieder singers of our day. With a pianist, a violinist, a flutist, and a 'cellist he sings Scottish songs and
ballads by Joseph Haydn, Beethoven, and Carl Maria
von Weber. It is refreshing to come under the spell
of his sterling artistry.
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The Church In The Park
--------------------BY

SAINT ALBAN'S OF Cologne in Germany is one
of the great churches of recent years. Its original
location was downtown in a bombed-out section of
the city. When Hans Schilling received the commission as architect he had many things to overcome.
Fi~st was the complete dissatisfaction of the congregation with the new location. They had been used to a
downtown church the site of which the city had now
claimed as a War Memorial Plaza. For building material the congregation was handed the rubble of its
own church and of the ·old Opera House. In compensation for the site which the city had taken downtown,
the congregation was given a corner of one of the city
parks. The result is a striking setting for one of
Europe's best post-war churches.
The interior is made fascinatingly interesting because
all the light streams in through windows spaced in a
rather irregular fashion on the south wall of the church.
The windows are of the finest design and their setting
in the rough brick walls gives them an exceptional
value. The architect successfully brought in certain
elements that were rescued from the old church and
built them into the new wi·th perfect appropriateness.
Witness the pulpit, the figures of the twelve apostles
on the balcony front, the Pieta, and the great crucifix
on the back wall of the church. All of these are blended
beautifully with the completely modern concept and
floor plan of the building itself. Some of the striking
new elements are found in the altar, the seating around
the chancel, the pews, and, particularly, in the baptismal font and the organ.
The baptismal font has beautifully formed figures
in precious metals, and candles surround the entire
font. The church follows a most interesting custom
for the baptism of children. They are brought in
through a lower entrance, up a narrow stairway to the
font; there the usual ceremony is performed and the
sponsors make the usual replies. Then the child is
returned to the arms of the mother, and the mother
and father proceed over the foot-pace to the front of
the altar where the child is presented to God before
the whole congregation. The parents then turn and
present this new member to the congregation.
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The splendid organ is built into a triangular niche
on the north side of the building to the left of the axis
of the church. It was built by Franz Breil of Dorsten
according to specifications set up by Professor Hans
Bachem of Cologne. The movable console is placed
in the choir balcony. Concrete slabs form the openings
in which the pipe arrangements have been placed.
There are twenty-six ranks altogether. The installation
was completed in 1958 and some of Europe's most
famcu s architects have acclaimed not only the organ
but the excellent acoustical quality of the building
which has been attained by the use of rough brick and
the asymmetrical shape of the building as well as the
splendid pitch of the roof. A careful study of the
accompanying pictures will show the various roof
levels and the wood decking of the ceiling.
The entire interior of the church gives a feeling
of strength and unadorned vigor. The emphasis which
is placed on the great cross over the altar and on the
cover of the baptismal font seems entirely appropriate
because of the importance of the sacraments. The interesting floor pattern also speaks of special care in
this important detail of the building. The good people
of Saint Albans, who were originally fearful of the situation in which they found themselves after the destruction of their old church and the enforced relocation have been more than happy to accept and en joy
the beautiful solution which Professor Schilling brought
to their problem. To see Saint Albans is to be assured
once more that a departure from the traditional may
bring a happy, new inspiration to worship and the
people who visit the church day by day.
One of the real beauties is the park-setting of the
church. The children play and ride their bicycles all
around the sanctuary and even its necessary out-buildings for heating, ventilating, etc., are carefully screened
with trees, bushes and flowering plants.
After the homage which one must pay to the greatness of the "Dom" in Cologne, a tribute· to Saint Albans is refreshing and revitalizing. This is something
which has come up out of the ashes and flames of
war, proudly displays its scars and wounds, and uses
them all to the Glory of God.
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BOOKS OF THE MONTH
RELIGION
BOUGHT WITH A PRICE

By Arthur E. Graf (Faith Publications,
$3.00)
This little book of sermons contains first
ten "occasional sermons": Three are on
stewardship, and one each for Easte-r, youth
rally, civic occasion, Reformation, marriage,
commencement, and on the use of alcoholic
beverages.
In Part Two ·there is a series on the
Seven Last Words of Chri~t on the Cross.
The sermons are original in style, din~ ct
in approach, and Scriptural in content.
The illustrations are fresh and up to date.
A few examples:
The sermon on th e use of alcoholic
beve,rages opens with these arresting &tatis·biCS: "The alcoholics constitute one of
our largest single mental health prablems,
according to a well-known psychiatrist of
our time. 25% of the patients in one of
our mid-western mental hospitals are alcoc
holies. There are approximately 4,589,000
alcoholics in our ·country. When you add
the 5,000,000 excessive drinkers, you h ave
almost 10,000,000 who are afflicted with
over-drinking. Since all drunkards have
relatives, if not families, it is estima ted that
20,000,000 people in our country are affected by the tragic consequences of too
much alcohol.
9 112% of all men, 21fz 7o
of all women who drink become alcoholics. "
The wedding address contains this sad
picture: "Back in 1870 there was only one
divorce for eve-ry thirty-three marriages.
Thirty years later, in 1900, we had one
divorce for every twelve, and in 1930,
one for every five . In a recent year, Los
Angeles county had 24,684 marriages and
12,680 divorce suits -- one for every two.
A certain judge in Reno granted more
than 20,000 divorces in twelve years, I ,666
a year, or on the average of five a day.
In our own county one-fifth of those who
solemnly vow 'till death do us part' break
tha't blessed promise. And that does not
include the hundreds of cases where husbands simply separa.te from their wives; nor
those who continue to live unhappily und er
the same roof."
To pastors continuaHy on the look-out
for preaching material, and to other Christians seeking good Christian reading matter
this book can be sincerely recommended.
Professor Graf is a member of the faculty
of Concordia Theolog·i cal Seminary, Springfield, Illinois.
CARL ALBERT GIESELER

GENERAL
THE EMERGING SOUTH

By Thomas D. Glark (Oxford University Press, $6.00 )
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This well written and thoroughly researched book by a southern historian
chronicles the tremendous changes which
have take,n place in the South since 1920.
It deserves to be read by anyone interested
in und erstanding the distinctive problems,
progress, and prospects of the region, but
especially by those who now hold in their
hands the power of veto over the South's
efforts to emerge from economic, educational, ·technological and social backwardness.
The first part of the rbook detai'ls the truly
remarka~ble advances which the last for ty
years have seen in solving a host of the
South's persisten·t problems:
hookworm,
pellagra, tuberculosis, malaria ; illiteracy
and semi-illiteracy ; lynching and the rule
of the d emagogue; agricultural practices
that condemned a whole population to poverty ; waste of many economic resources
and refusal effeotively to utilize others.
'It is the story of rationality painfully vanquishing the vicious cycle of ignorance,
prejudice, poverty and disease.
But the second half of the book ·chronicles the recent counter-revolution of unreason and thus provides the whole work
with a tragic ·cast.
Professor Clark leaves no doubt that the
Negro is the centra l theme of southern
11ife.
When the moderate southerner speaks
so vehemently aJbout maintaining the
southern way of life h e is not talking
about old economic or regional folk
patterns, for these have almost vanished; he has in mind one specific subject -- racial relations.
The progress of the South since 1920 was
also progress away from obsession with <this
But events of recent
de&tructive theme.
years have given new life to the southern
fixation, and all else has been put in abeyance while the South practices its pecuiiar
masochism. Reaction to the 1954 school
d ecision has fe d upon itself to creat e a
climate in which rational discussion is
sti:·f led, educational progress stunted, industrial developme nt inhitbited, and the
eme·rgence of the South ind efinitel y retarded. The very progress which had contributed to an amelioration of southern attitudes has now been blooked by a d eifi ed
anachronism.
The voicf! of reason has
been d eliberately stilled so that southern ers
might dedicate themselves anew, without
distraction, to the very ethos from which
a g eneration has struggled to escape .
,Professor Clark's saga of progress shows
how deeply tragic is the renaissance of foll y
which has come upon the Soulh in the last
eight years.
ADRIENNE

By Andre Maurois (McGraw-Hill, $7.95 )

Adrienne, ·Marquise De La Fayette, was
the wife of the soldier-hero of the United
StaJtes and France. Although this story is
her biography, it contains much of the history of the times. This is an interesting,
easy-to-read account of those troubled years.
In 1956 descendants of the La Fayettes
came into ownership of the old Chateau
of L a Grange near Paris. In exploring
the a ttics they came upon hundreds of
old Qetters written by Gilbert and P.drienne
to each other and to other members of
the famil y as well as unopened letters to
La Fayette which he had r eceived in his
last days. There were many official documents with notes scr~bbl ed on margins,
memoirs of George Washington and numerous personal papers, all of which furnished
most of the source of this biography. Since
many intimate d etails of family life and
other affairs were taken from these facts,
fhe reader feels as though he has known
personally the people portrayed here.
The early part of the story might well
be the biography of Gilbert Motier d a La
Fayette as it concerns his military career
in the U nite<;l >
S tates. This is unde.rstandable as Adrienne was quietly busy bearing
children and establishing a home. There
was much mo!"ley on both sides of the
famil y and this was used ·g enerously for
charity as weU as for good living. Adrienne
was the business manager and Gi~b e rt soon
conceded · that she was the head of the
house, bowing to h er wiser judgment.
Rdieved of much famil y responsbbility,
La F ayette spent his years as a soldier and
politicia n and devoted much of his time
to his Mistress, Mme. deSimiane. In spite
of this Adrienne had unshakable faith in
her husband and she and Gilbert loved
each other dearly until the end.
In the second half of the book we get
a true picture of the life of Adrienn e. She
was the active one as Gilbert spent five
years in prison in Austria and upon his release h e was exiled in Holland. Adrienn e
and the-ir two daughters spent much time
as voluntary prisoners in Austria with Gilbert.
The youngest child, George, was
sent to America.
While La Fayen e was still in Holland
Adrienne returned to France and worked
hard to obtain permission for he·r husband
·kl return to his home·land. She also worked
to obtain possession of their property and
money which had bee-n confiscated. Adrienne was highly respected b y all and her
word carried much weight wi~th those in
power as well as others.
Adrienne was a devout Catholic, a true
Christian and a tolerant one. Gilbe·rt was
a non~beli eve r. Only once, on her d eath
bed, did she ask him to reconsider his
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stand in order that they might be together
in the next life-.
Death came to Adrienne on Christmas
Eve, 1807. 'E veryone who knew her was
deeply saddened.
LaFayette continued active in politics
as long as he lived. There were many
sides to his personality. One acquaintance
said of him, "La Fayette is not overburdened with intelligence hut he deals well
with heroic situations and always is he interested in pretty girls and he doesn't care
who . knows it."
We know that Gilbert
had ,no profound understanding of human
nature; he was gullible concerning anyone
professing patriotism, and the belief in
liberty and the rights of man. Last but
not leas't we see in him a man who truly
appreciated and loved his wife to the day
of his death.
In his last years as he spent many hours
alone in Adrienne's room, he questioned his
unbelief, "What if it were true?" He died
May 20, 1834, twenty-seven years after
the death of his wife with whom he had
lived for thirty-four years.

H.
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THE DESPERATE AND THE DAMNED

By Bernice Freeman Davis
Hirshberg) (Crowell, $3.95)
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Deserted by her husband and faced with
the responsibility of raising four young
daughters, Bernice Freeman took the job
of Marin County correspondent for the
San Francisco Chronicle. At the center of
her daily route lay one of the most famous
of U.S. penal institutions.
For almost
twenty years she fulfilled the difficult task
of covering events at San Quentin Prison.
At the start of her newspaper career
John Bruce, the city editor, told Mrs. Freeman, "Don't ever forget that there are two
sides to every story. Your job is to get
them both ... You're a newspaper reporter,
not a columnist, and you must report facts,
not opinions." How well she heeded this
advice is shown not only <by the trust which
the newspaper continued to place in her,
but by the fact that the prisoners considered her an "O.K. guy." In •the foreword •to The Desperate and the Damned,
Clinton Duffy says: "She knew the prison
and its inmates as well as anyone outside
the gates . . . She treated them as human
beings, did what she could to help them,
and guarded ·their confidences as jealously
as those she obtained from official sources."
This admiration seems to be mutual, for
Mrs. Freeman espe<:ia!lly mentions the more
humane treatment which came in with Mr.
Duffy's wardenship (and which continued
under his successor, Harley Teets).
l]uani•t a Spinelli, called the Duchess, was
the first· condemned prisoner whom Mrs.
Freeman interviewed.
During the years
when she followed her colorful and sometimes dangerous job she met many others
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the "Vampire Slayer," Rodney Grieg;
beautiful Barbara Graham; Henry McCracken, the insane musician; and Burton
(Bud) Abbott. Bu•t to Caryl Chessman,
whom she first met whoo he was a trusted
prison receptionist, she devotes the most
space.
Yet this book is more ~than a history of
·twenty years at San Quentin. Mrs. Freeman's clearly-written account is most of all
an appeal against capital punishment. In
tho closing pages she points out that not
only are the laws inconsistent in that they
vary from state to state, but capita~ punishment is unfair and wasteful. The wealthy
prisoy.er with more expensive legal tools
has a better chance of avoiding the d2,Jth
chamber, and the talented prisoner is deprived of a possible opportunity to serve
humanity under proper guidance. "Capital
punishment is not constructive. It is only
conclusive."
Mrs. Freeman impresses the reader as a
likeable, brave, and completely feminine
person. Now a grandmother and married
to attorney Mansfield Davis, "Berni" retired from both the Chronicle and ·the Los
Angeles Mirror Ne.ws in 1958. The book
which she, with Mr. Hirshberg's assistance,
has since published should be a worthwhile
addition to the field of penology.
STEPHANIE UMBACH

HOUSE OF HEALING

By Mary Risley (Doubleday, $4.50)
From the Sumerian cune.iform tablets of
more than four thousand years ago, the
author ·traces with considerable care the
history of the hospital! and its related areas
up to our modern skyscraper medical centers of today.
"Any place intended to sheltru- diseased
or injured people where medical aid is
dispensed for the purpose of relieving pain
and restoring to activity can legitimately
be callc.d a hospitall." From the Egyptian
and Greek temples and Caesar's army
hospitals ·to the elaborate Islamic hospitals
in Arabia where they had "all that we
plan today" ·this development reached an
early height. Hundreds of hospitals from
small infil'maries to buildings housing over
sixteen hundred patients were established
in Western Europe with the growt'h of
Christianity. Accompanying the decline in
politicail and economic conditions in the
Middle Ages standards of hygiene and
medical practice deteriorated. It was common practice for surgeons to whet .tht!ir
knives on the soles of the.ir shoes before
making an incision. One surgeon boasted
that the coat he wore when operatiug
would stand alone. But in spite of overcrowding and filth, hospitals were the
bastions of relief for the many poor and
sick, and some, having weathered difficult times, are among the ~eading institutions today.

The appearance of Florence Nightingale
and her principles of sanitation, the discovery of microbes, and the work of Pasteur,
Lister and Koch ushered in a new era of
hospital and medical praoti'Ce. The hospital has changed from the paV'ilion type,
which was n.-st to assure- fresh air and sunshine, to .the huge medical centers, where,
in some instance6, only twenty percent of
the floor space is used for beds. These
buildings include space for operating rooms,
laboratories, and dinics, which faciJ.ities
have produced the many scientific achievements of today.
The author calls atte.ntion to the rise
of "social [not socialized] medicine," ami
staltes that in the future it may be just
as much a matter of routine for the physician to have a social history of his patient
as it is to have a physical history. Too
often persons that need help in one way
or another do not know how one area
affects the other in the process of restoring
them to good health.
With health insurance within the reach
of so many people, the hospital has become an immenscly important institution,
not only professionally and socially but also
economica:Hy.
The House of Healing is the first complete
'history of hospitals for the layman. Mary
Risley, also a layman, unfolds, along with
the historical account, her trust and hope
in tho decency of man when dealing with
his stl'icken brother.
BESSIE J. Jox
ONE NATION UNDER GOD:
An Anthology for Americans

Edited by Robert Gordon Smith (Wilfred Funk, $4.95)
Naval veteran R. G. Smith of Philadel·
phia here presents an uneven sampling of
themes and things American, tfrom solemn
statements of our national purpose to anec185 years of our
dotes and epigrams.
country's life and thought are shown, ranging all the way from Washington's Prayer
for the United States of America as reco!'ded in a Letter to the Governors of thirteen states back in Uncle Sam's infancy -up to and including the Inaugural Address
of John F. Kennedy. The 318 items are
not arranged in the orde·r of time nor
of importance; in fact, I have not discovered what system does prevail.
Special mention should he made of the
uniqueness of our American phrasings, evidence of which is plentifully available in
these zealously patriotic writings. For instance, ·a n American proverb aptly says:
Hats off to the past - coats off to the
future!
Again, there is .this kind of unexpected turn as seen in a Senate Prayer
by Peter Marshall: "Guide us how to work
and then teach us how to wait. 0 Lord,
we pray in the name <llf Jesus, who was
never in a hurry. Amen."
(These two
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illustrations ind~cate the approximate ratio
of attention given here to the "Under God"
ideal in the title, namely some fifty per
cent only; and thus the title does seem a
misnomer.)
My favorite is "The Real
Story of Rod!ger Young" by his company
commander, an interesting example of progression from facts to folk-hero role in a
celebrated modern ba1lad.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

A CASEBOOK ON DYLAN THOMAS
Edited by John Malcolm Brinnin
(Crowell, $4.95)
One hardly knows whether to call it a
fad, a rage, or a gimmick - but anyway,
American publishers have got hold of
this thing of issuing "casebooks." A casebook is ostensibly a ha ndbook of secondary
source5 through whose use college students are able to cornpme controlled-research papers without suffering under the
burden of having to use a library; that is,
such a book ·is designed to defeat the chief
purpose of most college research assignments: to teach the student facility in
the handling of a wide variety oo reference
devices. If a publisher has put together
a casebook of some extra-scholarly interest,
he contrives to issue it in a hard-cover edition and offer it to the less-studious general
public, and this seems to be the reasoning
that underlies the presentation of A Casebook on Dylan Thomas.
Certainly this is a worthy book, for it
offers a cross-section of critical and personal opinion written by many oi the finest
names in the literary field. William Empson, H enry Treece, Dame Edith Sitwcll,
even Kenneth Rexroth and Karl Shapiro,
are figures to be reckoned with in any view
of modern poetry and poets. Excerpts from
Brinnin's own book about Thomas, and
some of the less sensarional passages from
Caitlin Thomas's memoirs of her husband
and herself, are further delights for a
curious reader.
Almost everything is
here: critiques, reviews, bibliographies even ten poems by the subject oo the whole
dissection.
And yet the old questions p ersist. How
to jusvify a book that serves chiefly to make
easier a college student's intellectual activitie5? How pretend that ten poems and none of these the really complex ones
are sufficient primary source for the
student to arrive at a reasonable critical
evaluation of Thomas's work? And are
the purposes of a liberal education truly
served by an editorial philosophy which implies that the student has learned enough
when he has learned simply to take his
choice from the opinions of someone else?
It is still better to ·h ope that a single
teacher providing ·the principles of judgment is preferable to uncountable commentators pro~ding their private facts.
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ACCOUNTING METHODS FOR
SMALL CHURCH
By Manfred Holck, Jr. (Augsburg Publishing House, $2.50)
This spiral-bound manual of principles
and hints for good church accounting is a
handy refe-rence for treasurers of churches
of all sizes. Pastor Holck, who is also a
Certified Public Accountant, has compiled
in a brief, neat format the basic fundamentals of sound stewardship for a congregation. Naturally, his emphasis is on
the accounting aspect of this vital phase
of church work.
The book describes in adequate detail
necessary bookkeeping functions and procedures in accordance with generally accepted accounting principles. It adjusts
these procedure5 in varying degrees to permit adoption by both small and mediumsized congregations. Treatments of cash
control and cash foreca~ts are particularly
pertinent to the special problems of modern day church managers and officers.
Suggestions found in Chapter 5 on "Re·porting Church Finances" should be studied
by many church officers in order •to fill
a serious void in improving .the communications link between church adm:nistrators
and the individual members.
However,
the recommendation of monthly balance
sheets in an organization such as the typica-l
congregation, although acceptable for most
finan cial organizations, is subject to some
question . The "cost rule" as applied to
almost all church property after thirty to
fort y years of use without bene.fit of depreciation allowances tends to portray a
strange financial picture regardless of the
direction taken by the price level. Likewise, the mal understanding by the laity
of th e 'Equity section of a balance sheet is
of dubious monthl y import. h serves only
as a balancing figure so as not to belie the
ti tie of the report.
Periodic reports on
these ite-ms at annual intervals is more
·than suf.ficient.
Anyone even faintly acquainted with
current accounting literature will easily
note that either the author, typographer,
or copyreader commi•tted at least a consistent error in three separate footnotes leading the reader to b elieve that none of the
above can dis'tinguish b etween a venerable
professor emeritus of accounting at a midwest state university and a GI-slapping
World War II general.

SOAPY SMITH
By Frank C. Robertson and Beth Kay
Harris (Hastings House, $5.95)
Here is a book that the avid western
fan will not want to miss. It is fairly well
written with none of the objectionable
language found in so many books of this
type.
Soap Smith is the biography of one of
the slickest gamblers that ever lived, yet

he was a sucker for faro and spent most of
his life and aU of his money trying to
beat this game.
In this book we meet all of the famous
and infamous men of the We5t who lived
in this era.
Gamblers of those days are always portrayed as Wicked Men with Hearts of Gold!
Bob Ford's philosophy, "Charity covereth
a rnultitu.d e of sins," seemed to be adopted
by all of that ilk.
Soapy Smith was an opportunist. He
made friends with the police and went
into politics, realizing that the man behind
the scenes was the real power.
Jeff Smith was not interested in women.
He kept his own gracious wife and family
out of the public's eye because he loved
them. Of other women he went on record
to the effect that "respectable women were
seldom to be trusted."
J efferson Randolph Smith, .the master
con man of his era, was killed July 8, 1898,
at the early age of thirty-eight.
H .
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FICTION
FRANNY AND ZOOEY
By J. D. Salinger (Little, Brown, $4.00)
With the appearance of ·this book, all
but one of Salinger's stories of the precocious Glass children have bee n accorded
the dignity of hard covers. "A Perfect Day
for Banan<Lfish" (as well as a couple of
othe-r stories which refer obliquely to the
Glass le,gend) is in his Nine Stories, and
recounts the suicide of Seymour, eldest of
the seven children. "Raise High the Roof
Beam, Carpenters," de-tails the earlier story
of Seymour's off-again-on-again wedding
to Muriel Fedde·r , and was collected last
year in a ten-year anthc,logy of New Yorker
stories. Now that "Franny" and "Zooey"
are available in book form, only "Se-ymour:
An Introduction" is left to be lifted from
the New Yorker's p·ages.
The .two tales presented here belong together, the action of "Franny" taking place
on a .Saturday, and of "Zooey" occurring
the following Monday.
Franny, the youngest member of the
Glass family, is a student at an eastern girl's
college. .She is attractive (her date thinks
of her as a "right and right-looking girl"),
intelligent, and like most of Salinger's important creations deeply sensitive to, and
offended by, the falseness of the world
around her. She has come down to' an Ivy
League college (Princeton?) for the Yale
game, is met at the station by a conceited
young man named Lane CouteH, but is
prevented from getting to the game when
she collapses at a local restaurant.
The cause of Franny's collapse has spiritual roots - she is not illicitly pregnant,
though the symptoms she displays are calcu.Jatoo to arouse that crass suspicion - and
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her breakdown is hastened by the insensitiv-ity of her young man. She has brought
with her a smaU green book, The Way of
a Pilgrim, written by "some Rus~ian peasant, apparently," to explain the Biblical injunction that one should pray incessantly.
By constant and even mindless repetition
of the Jesus Prayer ("Lord Jesus Christ,
have mercy on me"), Franny tells Lane·,
one is brought to a recognition of God
and the prayer itself becomes automatic
and incessant, and "the words ·g et synchroHer
nized with a pru-son's heartbeats."
account of the book's contents is desperate,
almost hysterical, but Lane is far too concerned with the meal he is eating, and
with the fact that Franny might do herse!Jf "real physical harm" if she follows
the book's instruc~ion, to understand the
girl's sincerity. It is one mo.re frustration
of Franny's effort to find salvation from
ihe · artifice of her college world, and the
end of the story finds her in the restaurant
manager's offirce, alone, her lips forming
the words of the Jesus Prayer over and
over.
"Zooey," much the longer of the two
stories, continues Franny's "tenth-rate nervous breakdown" (the phrase is Zooey's,
her brother's) in her parents' New York
apartment, whe-re she has sought the sanctuary of the living room sofa. In a protracted but brilliant dialogue between Zooey
and his mother, Salinger supplies the reader
with background both fami'l id and spiritual
(including an already celebrated catalogue
of th-" contents of a medicine cabinet in
the Glass bathroom), and Zooey is persuaded to try and solve the crisis of Franny's
soul. Eventua'lly, first by frontal attack,
next by pretending over the telephone to
be Buddy (the oldest living Glass brother),
and finallly by invoking the wisdom of the
dead Seymour, Zooey succeeds in calming
Franny so that she is able to sleep - a sure
si·g n in many of SaEnger's stories that the
crisis has been met and overcome.
The gist of what Zooey tells Franny
amounts to this: that she has misinterpreted
the purpose of the Jesus Prayer, having
adopted it as a means to her own personal
sa'lvation instead of using it for its own
sake. The prayer is an end in itself; any
other motive on ·the part of the person praying is selfish and, consequently, self-defeating.
Onrce she has recognized this,
Franny is well on her way out of the
emotion·aJI tangle that has brought on her
breakdown.
Throughout both chapters of Franny's
story, there is reference not only to the faith
of Christianity, but to the contemplative
ultimates of Buddhism, Hinduism, and other
Eastern religious philosophies; Salinger
clearly is concerned that Franny's problem be seen as one which transcends the
definitions of any single faith, and he is
at great pains to make explicit the strong
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contingent message that stability and happiness can be achieved only by means of love
for aiJI men, without exception. It is a recurring message in Salinger's work, emphasized most frequently through his postmortem explorations of the life of Seymour
Glass, whose suicide more and more takes
on the aspect of m'artyrdom.
Salinger, of course, is an author of immense popuilarity, especially among the
present college generation. It is a popularity far out of proportion to the body of
work he has produced, and yet it is justified by the importance of his themes the need for love and sympathy between
men by the ambitiousness of his plan
in chronicling the supra-physical lives of
the Glasses, and by his skill as a writer ( especially his gift for dialogue, which has
been described elsewhere as "functional
sarcasm"). Even critics who express impatie.nce •w ith his tendency to long-windedness have been willing to give his work
more attention in a shorter space of time
than they have ever given any other American writer. It is entirely possible that J. D.
Salinger is our finest 'liYing author, perhaps excepting not even William Faulkner.

R.
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WILDERNESS

By Robert Penn Warren (Random House,
$4.95)
When Adam Rosenzweig, a young Bavarian tJew, came to America in 1863, his expressed purpose was to fight with the Union
Army, but he was rejected because of his
withered leg. What Adam really wanted
was not to fight against other men, but to
fight for Freedom and Justice, terms which
may have seemed clear to him when he
lived in a Bavarian ghetto, bu·t which required a different interpretation and a closer study in America. Adam never got to
join the Army, but he did live on the outskirts of an Army camp in his capacity as
the assistant to a sutler. It is while he is
encamped there that his zeal gets its first
real tesi.
In his idealism Adam has been attracted
by three men, a rich merchant who has lost
a son in the war, the su~ler, a Southerner
who once befriended a Negro and was
forced to leave the South, and the other
assistant to the sutler, a Negro who saved
his life on the day he arrived in New York.
When, slowly, Adam realizes what the motives of his heroes have been, he realizes
that all three have betrayed the trust he
has placed in them.
Robert Penn Warren, twice a Pulitzer
Prize winner, is not concerned with action
in this novel, and the Civil War is only an
incidenta~ se-tting. Adam could be any man
and the time could be the past or the present, because the author is interested, primarily, in probing the heart and mind of a
man who is seeking some meaning in life.

The style is almost poetic and fact is often
hidden in mystery. This is one book that
could •be read solely for the sake of the
writing though to do so would mean
missing a fasc'ina't ing study of a man's
mind because Warren has the ability
to cover in one paragraph more than most
writers can contain in many pages.
IPPOLITA

By Alberto Denti Di Pirajno (Doubleday,
$4.95)
For centuries the Raugeos had been
peasants around the St. Lio area of Italy,
and the present famHy was only a few
years removed from peasantry though they
were •the legal occupants of the local
barony, both tho title and the villa having
been gained by chicanery. While the men
·found this sudden rise to near aristocracy
heady, the women, true to their peasant
blood, were overly avaricious.
The most misc.rly was lppolita, the most
unlovable "heroine" since Becky Sharp.
Though she had received a good formal
education, Ippoli~a judged everything by
whether it would cost he-r somothing or
whether she could make something out of
it. She was destined for life as an old
maid, but at this time, when Austrian troops
were occupying Italy, a gigantic Hussar
was wounded and was -taken to the nearby
Villa Raugco to convalesce. Before he was
completely well, Captain Konrad von Grueber found himself married to Ippolita. The
Captain is the hero in a sense in which
lppolita could never be the heroine. A
huge man and a legond among the Hussars
for his bravery, Konrad was the happy,
carefree opposite of his wife.
lie was
loved by peasant and aristocrat, but especially by the women, an affection he returned. Whe-n, half-way through the novel,
Konrad dies, much of the life goes out
of the story.
No one could understand why lppolita
went to great expense to adopt officially
Konrad's son by a peasant girl, but she
did and she raised him as his father had
been raisoo. It proved to be a costly mistake for a covetous person to make, but the
strength of Ippoli-ta's cupidity was sufficient
to ruin most of those around her, including
her son and his wife.
Though the theme sounds unpleasant,
the nove'i is almost a humorous one, for the
author has introduced a great number of
gay and carefree characters beside Konrad, and the peasants of St. Lio are a
warm and humorous lot. This is the .first
novel for Denti di Pirajno, former Governor of Tripoli, who is now 75 years old.
His .l ong service with his government and
his people is apparent in the insights he
brings to his characters. He is a skillful
&tory teller and he has a sure sense of
comedy and of pathos.

THE JUDAS TREE

By A. ]. Cronin
Company, $4.95)

(Little, Brown

and

Those who enjoy the writings of A. J.
Cronin will find severat hours of fascinating
reading in The Judas Tree .
·In this book Mr. Cronin ·tells the story
of a man who studied to be a doctor and
who twice came close to the practice of
medicine. The first time he turns aside
when he has the opportuni'ty to make a
great deal of money without much effort.
The second time he decides that he can
not give up the comforts that this wealth
has brought to follow his nurse-sweetheart
into the CongQ to give the natives much
needed me>dical aid.
The actions and reactions of Moray are
realistic and exciting. The fa cets of his
character are revealed by his relationship
to the women in his life. His senso of the
dramatic is one of his strong features;
therefore he deliberately creates many tense
scenes.
Thf"' one woman who knows him best
says that David is full of good intentions
but does not have the strength to carry
them out. H e is not altogeth ~ r bad, only
selfish and weak, avoiding difficul·ty for
himself "at all costs." She concludes that
"The wi·fe David needs is not a sweet
gMtle girl . . . hut a woman strong enoug-h
to master him, one who will make him
obe,· and do a•lways, always what;ts need ed."
"David viewed his own life thus:
All
that ha d happened was his own doing,
springing not from accident but from something within, always his propensity for taking the way he thought most advantageous
for himself. A genius at dodging rNponsibility, trouble, unpleasant issues . . . and
yet such a nice man, a charmer, cultured
The b0ok ends very dramatically proving the truth of the old Italian superstition
that "the Judas tree is th e tree. of lost
soub."

H.

MATTHEWS

THE OLD WOMAN, THE WIFE,
AND THE ARCHER:
Three Modern Japanese Short Novels

Translated with an introduction by Donald Keene (Viking, $3.95)
These three novelettes represent a varied
fare. The first story is a legend cast to
highlight the frustration of the Confucian
concept of filial piety in the face of food
shortages and the necessity to cart off those
past seventy to be exposed on the mountain.
The second tale d eals with the popular
Japanese theme of not getlting what you
want in the form of a triangle, juxtaposing
the sacrificing wife and her ladies' man
husband's inability to either break up or
cement the triangle,. The final short novel
is a supernatural, Edgar Allan Poe-like
horror story set in medieval Japan, con-
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cerned with not wanting what you have
and not getting what you wanlt - indeed,
the theme seems to be destructive perversion of a sort that communicates beyond
the level of mere words and syn~tax.
Professor Keene's introduction aptly suggests why these novele-ttes are worthy of
his translation of them: "The great popularity of the stories is . . . proof that the
Japanese, for all their infatuation with
Western cu'lture, are still deeply moved by
their own traditions. To read these stories
in the West is to discover something of the
hidd en river of the past that flows beneath
modern Japan."
One might add that it is also a pleasure
to read Donald K eene's smooth English
versions.
ROBERT EPP

THE HEARTLESS LIGHT

By Gerald Green (Scribner's $4.95)
How does the public's right ·t o know
weight against the individual's right to
privacy? This novel tells what happens
when the gl'are of publicity is -turned upon
a kidnaping case.
The distracted parents of little Amy
Andrus cannot evade the reporters, the
television newsmen, the prying neighbors,
who make impossible any successful nego:iations for the child's · ransom. While
the police lieutenan t in charge of the case
is both intelligent and conscientious, interference from his stupid chief undermines
his work. N ewspapers which cooperate by
wi.thholding the story find themselves
scooped b y others with less scrupulous editors. The compassion of several reporters
is easily negated by the callousness of one,
th e indiffere nce of others.
Author Green unwinds an intricate plot,
using plausible characters. He writes wi.th
vigor.
He leaves no doubt about his
opinion of anyone who endangers a child's
life in order to get a news story.
A JOURNEY TO MATECUMBE

By Robert Lewis Taylor (McGraw-Hill,

$5.95)
This thoroughly enjoyable pioce of fiction is modeled on Huckleberry Finn .
While abundant sirnil•a rities exist in characters, situations, and felicitous handling of
dialog, these similarities are parallels, not
copies.
Journey is longe.r -than Huck.
Many incid e.nts and characters have no
antecedents in the earlier work.
Thirteen-year-old Davey's flight from his
Kentucky home begins just after .the Civil
War. Much later he reaches Matecumbe,
in the Florida Keys. Adventures are as
numerous as currants in a plum pudding,
and offer much more excitement and variety. Backgrounds appear ·a uthentic. The
style is amazingly like that of Mark Twain's
masterpiece. It all adds up to delightful
entertainment.

APRIL MORNING

By Howard Fast (Crown, $3.50)
Twe,nty-four hours in the life .o f Adam
Cooper hasten his change from adolescence
to manhood. For that day is April 19,
1775.
Adam is among rthose farmers,
storekeepers and mechanics, militiamen all,
whom the British cavalry contempuously
charge, killing some and routing the remainde.r. Adam's father is left dead on
the field. Hours later, the survivors reassemble and manage to defeat the ·r edcoats. A battle is won; a war is begun.
For a time, propaganda was obtrusive
in Fast's novels. Later, annoying mannerisms marred his style. The present short
piece of fiction possesses neither of these
faults. It is a simple story, simply told. It
rings true.
NO SIGNPOSTS IN THE SEA

By V . .Sack ville- We1>t (Doubleday, $2.95)

A prominen t English journaliSit falls in
love duTing the last three months of his
life, spent aboard a cruise ship. The journalist has no future. H e neither declares
his love, nor discloses to the woman his ~x
pectation of imminent death from an incurable ailment. Only at the last moment
does each learn of the other's reciprocal
afiection.
Action is subordinate to introspection in
this book. There is ample time for revelations of personality while. the ship makes
its leisurely way. Conversations afford opportunity for expression of personal bits of
philosophy, neither profound nor original,
on such sltandard subjects as love, suffering,
and death.
The emotion of jealousy is
explored in painful actuality by the journalist.
This story of romantic love could have
been ruined by sentimentality. It isn't. It
shows a love as percepltive as it is ardent.
The p eople involved are adults who are
also mature. They and their author display a trait definitely unfashionable in current fiction: restraint. Its rarity is understandable.
Resrtraint proceeds only from
strength.
THE SEA 'VENTURE

By F. Van Wyck Mason

(Doubleday,

$5.75 )
This new novel by .that old master of
historical fiction, F. Van Wyck M·ason,
describes the landing of Sir George Somers
and his company on the Bermudas in 1609.
It was an accideo11tal landing for Sir George
and a group of colonists were headed for
Jamestown when a storm separated them
from the convoy and blew their ship o~to
a coral reef. Eventually aU reached Jamestown, but many of the colonists prefered the
pleasant islands .to the u.ncertainity of life
in Virginia, and the rbook ends as the first
permanent settlement is being formed on
the Bermudas.
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A Minority Report
Politics and Evangelism _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ By

VICTOR

F.

and Evangelism, Philippe Maury takes up
I NthePolitics
matter of the church's identification with the
dominant political, economic, and social forces of the
world.
Maury is quite sharp about this social phenomenon:
"The Church has allowed itself to become the tool of
the dominant political and social forces: the church,
Christianity itself, is indeed the 'opiate of the people,'
which the powerful of this world use for the consolidation or maintenance of their rule."
The Protestant missionary movement of the last two
centuries is a case in point. This movement coincided
in point of time "with the colonial expansion of Europe,
which more recently is being replaced by the economic
expansion and political domination of the United
States." So while the Christian missionaries were carrying the Gospel to "the uttermost parts of the earth,"
they were also spreading the message of the cultures
back home: Clark Gable, television, Coca-Cola, cosmetics, automobiles, Luther's Catechism, and the Gregorian chant. While they were learning to recognize
the Gospel of John, they were also learning to accept
or reject the star-spangled banner.
Some cynical humor has gone about in this respect.
When the New England missionaries came to some of
the Pacific outposts, the native had land and the missionaries God. Now they have our God and we have
their land. Or: our missionaries taught the natives
that they were naked, and therefore sinful, and that
they should buy cotton textiles from Americans.
"This all meant," concluded Maury, "that the day
a nationalist reaction set in, it was bound to attack
the church as it struck out at Western political domination." It also means: "In public opinion Christianity
is nothing more than an aspect of the Western cultural
inheritance." Overall it means: "It is therefore not
at all surprising that in the twentieth century the majority of the great nationalist movements in Asia and
Africa have taken an anti-Christian turn from the
start. Even in its moderate form as with Gandhi in
India, for instance, this nationalist reaction considers
Christianity to be dangerous ... The much more violent
and radical nationalism of the Communist revolution
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in China has accused the Christian churches far more
aggressively."
Here at home, the Christian Church has identified
itself with the capitalist way of life as if Christ himself could easily have become the president of General
Motors without any trouble. In some corners of the
denomination to which this columnist belongs, God
is not only capitalist and middle class - he is also Republican, conservative, anti-Reuther, pro-Goldwater,
white, and Anglo-Saxon. In other corners of this same
denomination, not as many corners without doubt,
God is implementing his drive for love and charity in
the welfare state, its subsidies, and social legislation.
The fourteenth amendment is looked upon really as a
paraphrase of God's injunctions to love your neighbor,
your friends and your enemies, as yourself. The identification of the church with the American culture i~
reflected in "The Organization Man," in the current
ecclesiastical institutionalism, the bureaucracy of the
church, the weaknesses of a salaried and professional
clergy, and the necessity of a classical education to be
about the Father's business. In the end, a classical
education might only mean that we are about our
fathers' business - and that is a long time ago.
According to Maury, our Christian churches reject
the idea of taking the churches to uncomfortable places
and circumstances: the changing comr:1unities of our
cities; to slums and depressed areas; to areas in the
South where integration and segregation are wrestling
with one another; and to the working-class communities
of our country.
In short, many of our churches have become middle
class ghettos.
This columnist personally agrees with Maury on this
point: "I have tried to show how the churches can
allow themselves to become enslaved by political, social,
and cultural forces . How is this enslavement an obstacle to evangelization? In two ways, it seems to me.
First, it helps to isolate the church, to shu t it up in a
kind of ghetto from which it cannot break out. Second,
it perverts the Christian faith itself."
It perverts the Christian faith itself.
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Sights and Sounds

Some Good Stuff on TV
--------------------------------11 y

ALL IT WHAT YOU WILL - "that monster in
the living room," the "idiot box," or the symbol
of "a vast wasteland" - there is no denying that the
potential of television as a medium for entertainment
and communication is practically unlimited. Occasionally we have examples of how this potential can be
achieved. It seems to me that even the most critical and
discriminating viewer must have rejoiced over the apportunity to see and hear the noteworthy documentaries,
the fine musical programs, the outstanding dramas,
and the engrossing news programs that were televised
during the last weeks in November and the first weeks
of December.
NBC has undertaken a project which might conceivably be somewhat delicate. This is the presentation
of the biographies of prominent living persons. Two
have been presented to date: The World of Bob Hope
and The World of Billy Graham. Eugene S. Jones, the
producer of the series, has said that these programs
are not only to be honest and factual but are designed
to glean impressions and reactions from persons intimately associated with the subject under discussion.
NBC also merits wholehearted applause for Crossing th e
Th1·eshold, the first of a three-part series which highlights significant developments in the exploration of
space, and for two timely presentations titled Now ...
in Our Tim e. The first of these, The Good Ship Hope,
is a deeply moving report of the activities of the American hospital ship; the other, Sentry A bmad, is a thoughtprovoking review of the nation's defense installations
in many parts of the globe.
The Bell T elephone Hour and Sing Along with Mitch
continue to bring welcome relief from the dime-a-dozen
crime and violence presentations. We have had three
fine documentaries: The Face of Spain, narrated by
Chet Huntley; Japan: East is West, which presented
with striking effectiveness the changes that have come
about in the age-old culture of Japan; and Hollywood:
The Golden Years, which took us back to the birth of
a fascinating new art form and its growth and development during the era of the silent film. And we dare
not forget Victoria Regina, in which Julie !Iarris brilliantly portrayed the role made famous on Broadway by
Helen Hayes, and Vincent van Gogh: A Self Portrait,
the tragic story of a tormented genius.
The other major networks have not been idle. CRS
presented the New York Philharmonic-Symphony Orchestra, with Leonard Bernstein, in two memorable
concerts; an hour-long program titled The Third Giant:
Alternatives A head of the Western W odd; CBS Reports; Twentieth Century; Calendar; Accent; At the
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Sow·ce,· and Eyewitness to History - all excellent explorations into the contemporary scene.
Although ABC's record is less impressive, Close-:up
and Expedition have been excellent. Furthermore, I
have observed that this network's coverage of sports
events is extensive and that it has many cartoon and
novelty shows planned especially for children.
Last year the Purex Company sponsored a series of
dramas titled Specials for Women. In spite of the appearance and participation of so-called experts in the
field of psychology these specials seemed to me to be
immature, shallow, and - I hope - not truly representative of the average American woman. This season the
men, too, are getting "what for." What's wrong with
Men? was the subject of the first presentation. The
answer? Frustration, man, frustration! Then came
Th e Glamor Trap, which was based on the premise that
women equate beauty with happiness and are endlessly
engaged in the pursuit of glamor. The result? Frustration, gal, frustration! This was a startling conclusion to be advanced on a TV show, since everyone
knows that all one needs to be happy, charming, glamorous, healthy, free from cares of every kind, and "nice
to be near" is to buy the right soap or detergent, the
innumerable beauty aids guaranteed t<;> make one glamorous, or the proper pill, tablet, or liquid medication
to meet one's individual need. Common sense, intelligence, a true sense of values, and a wholesome regard
for responsibility seem to be completely absent from the
picture.'' Well, one of these days some enterprising
person will invent a new pill or gadget to take care of
all frustrations and every problem.
These thoughts went through my mind when I saw
Bachelor in Paradise (M-G-M, Jack Arnold). This is
a Purex special brought to life on the screen. Unfor·
tunately, a good deal of off-color dialog mars what
could have been a gay, lighthearted comedy.
Produced on a lavish scale, Breakfast at Tiffany'.
(Paramount, Blake Edwards) is nonetheless a thin
tasteless, and utterly unconvincing attempt at comedy
Harsh realism presented in darkest colors describe
Town Without Pity (United Artists, Gottfried Reir
hardt). Regardless of the purpose the producers hope
to achieve, this is a shocking and sordid story of rar
an<;l violence. Not for children or young adults.
The terms "harsh" and "ugly" must also be applie
to The Hustle1· (20th Century-Fox, Robert Rossen
Here we are taken into the tawdry, tarnished world •
an inveterate gambler who is hopelessly caught up
his obsession to win at all costs.
THE CRESS!

Letter to the Editor
Dear ·Editor:

FATALITY

Wh'Y doesn't somebody wake up soon and debunk what is
foisted on the long-suffering, timid public as Art? The drawings
by "robert charles brown" in the November issue, p. 17, could
not be surpassed for incongruity .i n a publication which in all
other respects exudes erudition and culture.
Prehistoric bushmen pain'tings, archaic Greek sculptures,
primitive African carvings, Mayan grotesques, Sumerian figurines,
Byzantine illuminations, Romanesque sculptures all manifest
bizarre concepts, crude but significant distortions, and extreme
abstractions. The symbolic drawings of young children often
resemble some of the aspects of primitive art. Any and all of
these indigenous styles of graphic and plastic e·xpressions are
universally recognized as true art forms. And we agree.
But some contemporary artists, in their en deavor to express
the current immin e·nce of catastrophes, social chaos, or mental
and emotional instability, resort to preudo-primitive expressions
with old or new media. They fail to accomplish a satisfactory
and expressive reflection of the times as well as a renaissance
of anachronistic styles.
Other "modern" artists attempt to emulate drawings by
the old masters (R embrandt, Tiepolo, Gainsborough, etc.) which
in most cases are only exploratory sketches with numerous superimposed revisions, and which were not intended for the public
eye a t all. We may look at their drawings, surreptitiously as it
were, with interest and admiration, but it is like ca tching the
artist with his pants down . To utilize these tentative sketches as
modells for finished drawings is not only absurd but ludicrous.
Art is, and has always been, the product of a deliberately
1 planned
expression of this world, the other-world, the dream
world, or of abstractions emotionally conceived and designed, and
executed with oonsummate skill. Much of today's abstract expressionism and action painting is just the opposite. Producing
them may be accompanied by some undisciplined emotions, but
they require no plan, no skilol. They are characterized by haphazard, sloppy ramblings, largely dependent on accidents for
occasional effects of surprise.
"robert charles brown's" drawings evidently emanated from
some purpose£ ul dcsirco, but the crude inconsistencies, the deliberately careless and lousy execution constitute the prostitution of
Art.
Wake up!
River Forest, IIJlinois

E. H . DeHner

RAYS ENSHRINED

disappeared, and i found myself in the
enormous inferno where far greater than i
convened, where far higher of stature strode,
where larger voices sang in a furious peace.
and when they sentenced me to be me i
relaxed through flames of fate, discovering myself with
the kind of myself, and i found
in the beauty of shadows the unwanted
deciphering sounds near uncharted hills,
skimming the crest of unborn realities.
HARLAND RISTAU

ONE FACET OF SENSE
One facet of sense
ebbs like a sun
in to artie forever,
yet the night
springs alive
to four more.
Though the lens crumble
from camera's socket
the celluloid is endless
in images stored
for projection
of inner viewings.

I gleamed you The fleeting contact stirred
A latent spark within me;
Woke the urge to follow you, further,
To shape my thoughts in your light.
Your heights, your depths overwhelm
The unlearned eye, the
Untrained mind . . .

Each sound and touch,
each taste and smell
effuses from black
graphically perfect,
colored and scented
in the album of mind.

Pained yet buoyed on your light-waves,
I gather and enshrine each wisdom ray
To keep
The inner spaces against
Outer dark.

Sets a facet of sense
and the afterglow
;md the stars
to the fourth magnitude
illume more.

HAVA KRASCOFF
jANUARY

and when they sentenced me to be me
and when they pronounced damning vowels
en joying sounds of my eternal sufferance,
the jury succumbed to orgilous heights,
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The

Pilgrim
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the other side"
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

----------------------------8
Voices in the Sanctuary
THE LAST CANDLE burned gently on the altar . . .
Beyond the dark windows the midnight was already
alive with bells and whistles, but here they seemed now
like sounds from a lost world . . . In a sudden wind
from the sacristy door the candle flickered and threw
in to bold relief the face on the crucifix . . . Shadows
played over the red wounds, and in the eyes in which
pain has been a prisoner these nineteen hundred years
there was darkness . .. At the foot of the sanctuary
steps stood the tree and the manger .. . The place of
His birth was in the gloom, the place of His death was
in the light . . . All the years of His way from the
Manger to the Cross were in the brief steps up the
sanctuary, up to the Everlasting Altar . . . Here were
beginning and end . .. Not by years could His Life and
Power be measured, nor by the dust of centuries, but
only by the wounds still red against the white dominion
of His throne ...
Was it the darkness or the hour which seemed to move
the patient face in pity? . . . Surely no sculptor had
caught the moment of "Father, forgive them, for they
know not what they do." . . . That was so very long
ago ... The bells and whistles beyond me in the dark
were marking the end of another year between His
heaven and my world . . . There had been many of
them now - almost twice as many as the number o(
His days before the eyes of men ... Strange that all our
years should be measured by His days and all the time
of man by one day when, in darkness and pain, God
was making eternity ready and history was preparing
for B.C. and A.D . . . . Strange, too, with the wonder
of ·heaven and hope, that I can repeat His prayer tonight .. . "Father, forgive." .. . Forgive me - for the
lost but unforgotten hours of the dying year, for the
erring way and barren heart ... The pivot of the year
is too brief to say more than the one word which makes
the years an altar stair and the time of life the lifting
of the angelic trumpets .. . Midnight is lonely now
with lonely bells, and my candle of prayer burns low
.. . There is only one cross on the altar tonight ... On
the hill there were three, but the children of the man on
the cross to the left are blowing whistles tonight, and
the children of the man on the right are in sanctuaries
the world over ... His time was short, perhaps shorter
than mine, but his prayer was good, much better than
mine . . . Remember me .. . . Make my failures Thy
victories and the years of my sins the eternity of Thy
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grace ... Remember me ... Thy footsteps grow brighter as the year grows dim, and no calendar can limit Thy
power . . . Remember me . . . This moment, not of
yesterday nor of tomorrow, is Thine just as the years
are Thine . . .
There are other voices in the sanctuary now, the
waiting saints made perfect at last and the great multitude past human numbering who have been remembered at altars in heaven and on earth ... In a little
while we shall be as wise as they whose wisdom is a
song: "Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to receive
power, and riches, and wisdom, and strength, and honor,
and glory, and blessing." ...
What strange matters men have thought on nights
like this . . . Adam saw beyond the gates of Paradise
Lost the lights of his lost home ... Job saw them from
his ashes, St. Paul through a barred window, St. John
to the music of the Aegean Sea, and Luther from the
towers of the Wartburg ... Under these stars Matthew
Arnold wrote his elegy for a. world whose death he saw
as it was being born:
The sea is calm tonight.
The tide is full, the moon lies fair
Upon the straits . . .
The sea of faith
vVas once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.
But now I only hear
Its mel~ncholy, long, withdrawing roar,
Retreatmg, to the breath
Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.
Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world, which seems
To lie before us like a land of dreams
So variol}s, so beautiful, so new,
'
Hath re~lly neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certrtude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we .are here as on a darkling plain
Swept ~rth confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where rgnorant armies clash by night.
Here then is man's final dilemma . .. To hold in
the same heart and mind the mysterious universe, the
light years, the distant stars, the dark expanses of the
worlds beyond worlds - and beyond them to see that
th~ tr~th of starlit nights lies in "Silent Night, Holy
N1ght. ... To know both worlds and be at home in
~ne is the secret of life ... Then the stars can light fires
m shadowed eyes which burn the brighter for the
shadows . . .
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